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The Maydes Tragedy. 
Aus.1. Scen. I; 


EmerClzon,STtrRATO,LisIPpPys DipPulrLtvs, 


Ltox, Thereſt are making ready fir, 
Lrs..$0 let them,theres time enough, 
D1e#, You are brother to the King my 
Lord,wee'le take your word, 

| L1s, Stratethou haſt ſome skill in poetrie, 
What think'ſt thou of a maske,willit be well? 
STmr. As well as masks can be. 
L1s. As masks can be. 
STR A, Yes, they muſt commend, and ſpeakein praiſe of 
the aſſembly, bleſſe the Bride and groome, in perſon of 
ſome god,there tied to rules offlatterie, 
CLE, Sec good my Lord who is return'd, 
L 15. Noble Melantins, Enter Melantins 
the land by me welcomes thy vertues home, thou that with 
blowes abroad bringſt vs our peace at home, the breath 
of Kings is like the breath of gods,my brother wiſh thee 
here, and thou art here, he will be kinde ; and wearie thee 
withoften welcome, butthe time doth giue thee a wel 
come, aboue his,or all the world, 

ME 1, My Lord, my thankes, but theſe ſcratcht limbes 

of mine, haue ſpoke my loue and truth vnto my friends, 

more then my tongue ere could, my mind's the ſame it e- 

uer 
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ver was to you; where I finde worth 

1 love the keeper,till helet ir goc, k 

And then I follow it, 

D1? n, Haile wortliy brother, 

He that reioyces not at your returne 

In ſafctie,is mine enemy for cuer, 

M- t., Ithaake thee Diphilas ; but thou art f2ultic, 
I ſent for tliee to cxercite thine armes 

With m2 at Patria,thou catoſt not Diphilss ; 

Twas ill, 

D1y n. My noble brother-my excuſe 

Is my Kings (iraight command, which you my Lord 
Can witncile with me, 

L1s, Tis moſtirue /Mel.ontines, 

He might not cometill the lolemnities 

Of this great match were palt, 

Di? us, Heuc you heard ot it, 

M +1, Yes,and haue giuen cauſe tothoſe chat here 
Enuy my deedes abroad,tocall me gametome, 

I hauenc other buſincs here at Rhodes, 

I. 1s, We haue 2 maske to night, 

And you muſt tread a fouldiers meaſure, 

M rt 1, Theſe ſoft and flken warres are not for mg, 
The nuiicke muſt be ſhrill and all conful 'd 

That ftirs my blood, and then I daunce, 

But is Amintoy wed? 

D1eu. This Gay: 

ME 1, All ioyes vpon him,for he is my friend, 
Wonder nor that I cz!] a man fo young; 

His worth 1s great, valiant he is, 

And one that neucr thinkes hus life his owne, 

Ii his friend necde it, when he was a boy, 

As oft as I return'd (as without boaſt) 

I drought home conqueſt, he would gaze vpon me, 
And view me round,to finde in what one limbe 
The vertue Jay to doe thoſe things he heard, 

Thea would he wiſh to ſee my ſyord,aad feele 
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The quickneſſe of the edge, and in his hand 
Weighes it,he oft would make me {mile at this; 
His youth did promiſe much,and his ripe yeares 


Will ſee itall perform'd, Enter Aſpatia paſſing 
Haile Maide and Wife, with attendance, 


Thou faire Aſpatia,may the holy knot, 
That thou halt tied to day, laſt till the hand 
Of age vndoe't,mayſt thou bring a race 
Voto Amintor,that may fill the world 
Succeſhnely with ſouldiers, 
As P, My hard fortunes 
Deferue not ſcorne,for I was neuer proud 
When they were good, Exit Aſpatia, 
M Et, Howes this, X 
L1s. You are miſtaken fir,ſhe is not married. 
Mt 1, You ſaid Amintor was, 
D1yP#, Tis true, but 
M £ t, Pardon me,Idid recciue 
Letters at Patyia from my Amintor 
That he ſhould marie her, 
D1Pn. And ſoit Rood, 
In all opinion long,but your arriuall 
Made me imagine you had heard the change, 
M# 1, Who has he taken then? 
L1s. A Ladie fir, 
That beares the light aboue her,and ftrikes dead 
With flaſhes of her eye, the faire Ewadre 
Your vertuous ſiſter. 
M = 1, Peace of heart betwixt them, 
But this is ſtrange, 
L 1s. The King my brother did ir 
To honour you, and thelc ſolemnities 
Areat his charge, 
M tt. Tis royall like himſelfe, 
Burl am ſ{ad,my ſpeech beares ſo infortunate a found 
To beautifull Aſpatia,thcre is rage 
Hid in hec fachers breaſt Cabarax, 
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Bentlon : 2gainſt me and'a ſhould not thinke, 
Could I but call it backe,that I would take 

Such baſe reuenges as to {corne the ſtate 

Of his negleRed daughter, 

Lis. O rwere pictie, for this Lady fir, 

Tits diſcontented with her watrie eyes bent on the earth, 
In-vofrequented woods are her delight, 

Where when ſhe ſees a bancke ftucke full of lowers, 
Then ſhe will fir, and figh,and cell 

Her ſeruants,what a prittic place jt were 

To butie louers in,and make her maides 

Pluck'em ,and ftrow them ouer her like a corſe, 

She carries with her an infeQtious griefe, 

That ſtrikes all her beholders,ſhe will fing 

The mournfulft things that euer care hath heard, 
And ſwound,and fing againe,and when the reſt 

Of your young Ladyes in their wanton blood, 

Tell mirthfull rales in courſe that fils the roome 
With laughter,ſhe will with ſo ſadalooke 

Bring forth a ſtorie of the filent death 

Ofſome forſaken virgin, which her griefe 

Will put in ſuch a phraſe, that ere ſhe end 

Shee'le ſend them weeping one by one away, 

Mt L, She has a brother vynder my command 

Like her,a face as womanitſh as hers, 

But with a ſpirit that hath much outgrowne 


The number of his yeares, Enter Amintor, 
| C1x. My Lord the Bridegroome, 
Wy M + 1, I mightrun fiercely, not more haſtily 


Vpon my foe, I loue thee well Amintor, 

My mouth is much too narrow for my hefirt, 
I ioy to looke ypon thoſe eyes of thine, 
Thou art my ftiend,but my difordred ſpeech F 
Cuts off my loue. | 
if ' Awx1N, Thouart Melontine, 

| All loue is ſpoke in that,a ſacrifice 
To thanke the gods, Melantins is return'd 
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In ſafty,viftory fits on his ſword 

As ſhe was wont, may ſhe build there, and dwell, 
And may thy armour be as it hath beene, 

Onely thy valour and thine innocence, 

What endleſſe treaſures would our enemies giue, 
That I might hold thee ftill thus, 

Mz 1, Iam poore in words, bur credit me young man 


Thy mother could do no more but weep, for ioy to ſee thee 


After long abſence,all the wounds I haue, 

Fetcht not ſo much away,nor all the cries 

Of widdowed mothers:But this is peace 

And that was warre, 

AM1xNT. Pardon thon holy god 

Of marriage bed,and frowne nor, I am for'lt 

In anſwere of ſuch noble teares as theſe, 

To weepe vpon my wedding day, 

Ms t, Ifeare thou art growne too cruell, for I heare 
A Lady mournes for thee,men ſay to death, 
Forſaken of thee, on what tearmes I know not, 
AM1NT. She bad my promiſe,but the King fotbad it, 
And made me make this worthy change,thy ſiſter 
Accompanied with graces abour her, 

With whoml long to looſe my luſty youth, 

And grow olde in her armes, 

Mz 1. Be proſperous, 

AM1NT. My Lordthe maskers rage for you. 

L1s. Weare gone, 

Cleon,Strato, Diphilus, 

Exeunt Lyſippur,Cleon,Strato, Diphilns, 
AM1xrT, Weele all attend you, we ſhall trouble you 
With our folemnities. 

Ms 1. Not {o Amintor, 
Burt if you laugh at my rude carriage 
In ſports,il'e doc as much for you in warre 
When you come thicher,bur I haue a miftreſſe 
To bring to your delights,rough though Iam, 
7 haue a miſtrefle arid ſhe has a heare 
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She ſaics,but truſt me,it is Ronegno better, 
Therc is no place that I can challenge gentlemen, 
Bur you ſtand ill, and here my way lies, Excunt, 


Entey Cal:arax amd Diagoras, 
Ca 1. Diagoras looke tothe dores better for ſhame, you 
letin all the wor 1d, and anon the King will be angry with 
me,why very well ſaid, by /oeche King wil haue the ſhow 
1th the Court; 
D1aG. Why doe you ſweare ſo my Lord, 
You know heele haue ir here, 
Ca L. Bythis light if he be wiſe,he will nor. 
Drac., Andifhe willnot be wiſe, you are torſworne, 
C a 1, One muſt ſweat out his heart with ſwearing, & get 
Thankes on no fide,ile be gone, looke too't who will, 
D14aGs. My Lord I ſhall never keepe them our, 
Yourlookes will terrifie them. 
Car. My lookes terrifie them,you coxcomely aſle,ile be 
iudge by all rhe company, whether thou haſt not a worſe 
facethen I, 
D 1 4G, I meane becauſe they know you,and your office. 
Car, Office, I would I couldput ir off, I ain fuce I ſweat 
quite through in my office, I might haue made room at my 
daughters wedding,they ha neere kild her among(t them, 
But now I muſt doe ſeruice for him that hath forſaken her, 
ſerue that will, Exit Cal:anax, 
D 14G. Hee's ſo humerous ſince his daughter was forla. 
ken?hark,hark,whole there, codes,codes, 
What now? within Kneck within 
M xt 1, Open the dore, 
Dias. Whoiſt. 
M £1, Melantins, 
D1aG. Ihope your Lord-ſhipbrings no troope, for if 
you doe, I muſt returne them, Enter Melantins 
M + i, None bur this Lady fir, and 1 Lady, 
D1AaG, The Ladies are allplac'd aboue, faue thoſe thar 


come in the Kings troope, the beſt of Khodes ſix there, 


there 
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there is no roome, 
M +1. 1thanke you fir,when I have ſeene-you placed ma» 
dam,1 muſt attend the King, but the maske done, ite waite 
on you againe, Exit Melmtins Lady other dove, 
D1 4G. Stand backe there, roome tor my Lord Melanti- 
x7, pray beare back, rhis is no place for ſuch youthes and 
their truls,let che dores ſhut agen,no; do your heads itch, 
ile ſcratch them, ſo now thruſt and hang, againe, waoi'(t 
now, I cannot blame my Lotd Calianax for giuing way, 
would he were here, he would run raging amongſt them, 
and breake a doz.cn heads inthe ewinckling of an eye, 
what's the newes now? within 

I pray you can you. helpe mee to the ſpeech of the maiſter 
Cooke? 

D1aG. 1f Topen the dore ile cooke {ome of your calues 
heads, Peace rogues? -— againe,— whoi fl? 

Ms t. /Mdelantin? within Enter Calianax. 
Car, Lethimnor in. 

D1as, Omy Lorda muſt, make roome there for my 
Lord, is-your Lady plaſt, Enter Melantins, 
M<+t, Yes (ir, Ithanke you, my Lord Calranax, well mer, 
Yout-caulelefle hate to me I hope is buried, 

Ca. Yes I doe leruice for your fifter here, 

That "brings mine owne poore child-ro timeleſle death, 
She loues your friead 4mintor, fuch another falle hearted 
Lord as you, 

Mz: :. Youdoe me wrong, 

A moſt vamanly one,and lam ſlow 

In taking vengeance, be well admni'd, 

C ar, It may be ſo,who plac'd the Lady there; 

Mz: 1did, 

C a 1. My Lord ſhemutlt not fic there, 

M x 1, Why? 

Cat. Theplace is kept for women of more worth, 

M + r. More worth then ſhe,it miſbecomes your age, 
Andplacerto be ſo womaniſh, forbeare, 
What you haue ſpoke I am content tothinke 
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The palſey ſhooke your tongue to, | 
Car, Tis wellifI tand here to place mens wenches, 
, M « .. Iſhall quite forget this place, thy age ,my ſafety, 
and through all cut that poore lickly weeke thou haſt to 
livc,away from thee, 
Car. Nay I know youcan fight for your whore, 
M & L,. Bate me the King,and be of fleſh and blood 
Alies that ſayes it,thy mother at fifteene 
Was black and finfull to her, 
D1aG. Good my Lord, (man, 
M x :, Some god pluck threeſcore yeares from that fond 
That I may kill him, and not ſtaine mine honor, 
It is the curſe of ſouldiers that in peace, 
They ſhall be braued by ſuch ignoble men, 
As (if the land were troubled, )would with ceares 
And knees beg ſuccor from 'em,would the blood 
(That ſea of blood) that 1 haue loſt in fight, 
Were running in thy veines, that it might make thee 
Apt to ſay lefſc,and able ro maintaine, 
Shouldſt thou ſay more, — This Rhodes T ſee is nought 
But a place priuiledg'd ro doe men wrong, 
C ar, I,you may talke your pleaſure, Enter Amintor, 
AMinT, Whatvilde wrong 
Has turd my worthy friend, whois as (low 
To fight with words as he is quick of hands, 
| Car, That heape of age, which I ſhould reverence, 
\\ If it were temperate,bur teſtie yeares 
'p Are moſt contemprible, 
AM1xT, Good fir forbeare, 
Car, There is iuſt ſuch another as your ſelfe. 
| Am1NT, He will wrong you, or me, or any man, 
| And talke as ifhe had no life to looſe 
' Since this our match ; the King is come in, 
ill I would not for more wealth thenT enioy | 
| He ſhould perceive you raging, he did heare 
You were at diffcrence now, which haſtned him. 
7 
1 Cai, Make roome there. 
\ Hoboyes play within 
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Enter | 
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Enter King Enadne, Aſpatia, Lords and Ladies." 
Alclartins thou art welcome, and thy loue 
Ts with me ſtill ; but this 1s not a place 
To brable in, Calianax, ioyne hands, 
Car, He ſhall not haue mine hand, 
K1NG, Thisis notime 
To force you too'tI doe loue you both, 
Calianax you looke well to your office, 
Andyou AMelaztivs are welcome home, 

? Begin the maske, 

M <tr, Siſter I ioy to fee you, and your choyce, 
You lookt with my cies when you tooke x a man, 
Be happy in him, Recorders 
E v av. O my decreſt brother, 
Your preſence is more ioyfull then this day, 


LM aſke. 


Night riſes in mifts, 
N16. Our raigne is now,for in the quenching ſea 
F The Sun is drownd,and with him fell the day, 
| Bright Cixthia heace my voyce,lam the night 
For whom thou bearſt about, thy borrowed light, 
Appeare,i.o longer thy pale viſage ſhrowde, 
Bur frike thy fluer hornes quice through a cloug, 
And ſenda beame vpon my 1warthie face, | 


Lu 


By which I may diſcouer all the place ad 
And perſons that haue many longing cies, 
Are come to waite on our ſolemnities, Enter Cinthias 


How dull and black am I,can 1 not finde 
This beautie without thee,am I fo blinde, 


4 Me thinkes they ſhew like tothoſe eaſterne ſtreaks, 

; That warne vs hence before the morning breaks, 

J Back my pale ſeruanr,for theſe cies know how, 

) To ſhoote farre more and quicker rayes then thou, 

k, C1xTH. Great Queen they be atroop for whom alone, 


One of my cleareſt —_ I have put on, 


A 
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A troope that lookes as if thy ſelfeandT, 

Had pluckt our reines in, and our whips laid by 
To gaze vpon theſe,that appeare 

Brighter then we, 

N1 GH. Then let ys keepe 'em here, 

And neuer more our chariots drive away, 

But hold our places and our-ſhine the day, (ſpeake, 
C1xTH. Great Queene of ſhaddowes you ate pleald ro 
Of more then may be done,we may not breake 

The gods decrees, but when our time is come, 

Mult drive away and giue the day our roome, 

N 16G #, Then ſhine at full pale Queen,& by that power, 
Producea birth ro fill this happy houre, | 

Of Nimphes and ſhepheards, and let their ſongs diſcouer, 
Eafie and ſweete who is a happy louer, 

Oc if thou w'oot thine owne Endimion 

From the ſweete lowrie banck he lies ypon, 

On Latmus brow thy pale beames drawne away, 

And of his long night let him make thy day. (mine, 
C1, Thou dreamſt darke power, that faire boy was not 
Nor went Tdowne to kifle him,cafſe and winde, 

Haue bred theſc bold tales, poets when they rage 

Turnes gods to men,and make an houre an age, 

But I will give a greater ſtate and glory, 

And raife to time a nobler memory 

Of what theſe louers are,riſe,riſe,I ſay, 

Thou power of deepes,thy ſurgeslaid away, 

Neptune great King of waters,and by me 

Be proud to be commanded, Neptane riſes, 
Ne Þ, Cinthia ſee, 

Thy word hath force me hither,let me know 

Why I aſcend, 

C1xTH. Doththis maieftick ſhow 

Giue theeno knowledge yer, P 

Nzv, Ty now I (ee, 7 

Something entended Cinthia w r thee, 

Goon lebe a helper, orily: 


CL1XNT Hes 
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Crxrtu. Hie thee then, 
And charge the winde goe from hisrockie den, 
Let looſe his ſubieRs,onely B oreas 
Toofoule for our intenſions as he was, 
Suull keepe him faſt chain'd, we mult haue none here 
But veranll blaſts and gentle winds appeate, 
Such as blow flowers, and through the glad bowes (ing, 
Many ſoft welcome to the lufty ſpring. 
Bid them draw neere to haue thy watrie race 
Led on in couples, we are _—_ 'd to grace 
This noble night each in their richeſt things, 
Your owne deepes or the broken veſſels brings, 
Be prodigall and I ſhall be as kinde, 
And ſhine at full vpon you, 
Ne, Sce the winde Enter Eolus out of a Reck. 
Commanding Eolus, 
Eo t, Great Neptmne, 
Never, He. 
EorL, What is thy will, 
NserT, We doe command thee free, 
Fanonins and thy milder winds to waite 
Vpon our Cinthia,but tie Boreas ſtraight, 
Hee's rebellious, 
E © L, I ſhall doe it, 
Nt »T, Doe maiſter of the flould, and all below 
Thy full command has taken 
E © 1.0! the Maine 
Neptune, 
Ne pr. Here. 
Eo 1. Boreas has broke his chaine, 
And ftrugling with the reſt has got away, 
Neer. Lethimalone ile cake him yp at ſea, 
I will not be long thence, goe hence againe 
And bid the other call our of the Maine, 
Blew Protens, and the relt,charge them pur gn 
Their greatelt pearles and che molt ſparkling Rane 
The beaten rock breeds, till this night is done, 
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By meaſo lemne honor tothe Moone, 

Flie like a full ſaile, 

Eo 1, Iam gone. 

C 1x TH. Darke night, 

Srike a full ſcilencc,Goc a thorow right 

To this great Chorxs,that our muſique ma 

Touch high as heauen, and make the Eaſt breake d2y 
At mid-night, Muſique 


Song, 
Cinthia to thy power and thee 
we obey, 
FM oy to this great Company 
and no day, 
Come to ſteale this night away 
Till the rights of lane are ended, 
And the luſty Bridegroomeſay, 
Welcome l:ght of all befriended. 
Pace ont you waterie powers below, 
let your feete 
Lhe the gall:es when they row 
euen beate, 
Let y our vnknowne meaſures ſet 
T o the flillwinds,tell to all, 
That gods are come immortal great, 
To henour this great Nuptuall, 


The Meaſure, 
ſecond Son 


Hold back thy houres old niehe till we hane done, 
The day will come too ſoone, 
Young Maydes will curſe thee if thou ſteal ſt away, 
And leau [t their loſſes open to the day, 
Stay,Stay,and hide 
the bluſhe of the Bride. 
Stay gentle night and with thy darkgneſſe coner, 
7 ler of hey lower, 
Stay and confound her 


teaues and her loud cryings, 
| He 
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Her weake denials owes and often dying”, 
Stay and hide all, 
but helpe not if ſhecall, 
Maskers daunce Neptune leaCs i 

E or, Ho Neptune, 
NE P. Eolus. 
E © 1, The ca goes hie, 
"areas has rail'd a torme, goe and apply 
Thy :rident,elfe I prophefie cre day, 
Many atall ſhip will be caſt away, 
deſend with all the gods,and all cheir powre 
Toſtrike a calme, 
CixTH, Wethankeyou for this houre, 
My fauovr to you all to gratulate 
So great a ſeruice done at my defire, 
Ye ſhall hauc many floods fuller and higher 
Then you haue wilht for,and no eb ſhall dare, 
To ler the day {ce where your dwellings are, 
Now back ynto your gouernments in haſt, 
Leaſt your proi:d waters ſhould ſwell ahoae the waſt, 
And win vpon the llaad, Exeunt Maſkers 
Ntvrt, Weobey, Deſcend* 
Crt, Hold vp thy head dead night ſeeſt chou not day, 
Tiic Eat begins to lighten I muſt downe 
Aud giue my brother place, 
N1G6urt, ObhT could frowne 
To ſcethe day,the day that flings his light 
Vpon my kingdome,and contems olde night, 
Let him goe on,and flame,T hope to ſee 
Another wild fire 11 his axeltree, 
And all fall drenchr,but I forget, ſpeake Queene, 
The day growes on, I dare no more be ſcene, 
Cx, Once heavethy drowhie head agen and ſee 
A greaterlight a greater Maicftie 
Berweene our ſect and vs, laſh vp thy teame _ / 
The day breaks here,and yon ſun flaring ftreame 
Shot from the ſouth, ſay which way wilt thou goe. 

C 3 N1GHc- 


© 


e Mayaes T raped). 


N1Gur, lle vaniſh into miſts, Exe, 
C1NTH. Adew, 

K1NG. Takelight their Ladyes,getthe Bride to bed, 
We will not ſee youlaid, good night Amintor, 

Weele caſe you of that tedious ceremony, 

Were it my caſe I ſhould thinke time runne ſlow 

Ifthou beeſt noble youth, get me a boy 

That may defend my Kingdomes.from my foes, 

AM1NT. All happineſſe to you, 

K1xG, Good night Melantins, Exennt, 


Aus Secundus. 


Enter EvADNE,ASPATIA,DY LA, andother Ladyes, 


v L, Madame ſhall we yndrefſe you for this fight, 
The wars are nak't that you muſt make co night, 
Evan, You are merry Dala, 
D y Lt, Iſhould be far merrier Madame,if it were with me 
As it is with you, 
E var. Howes that? (you doe, 
D vr. That I might goe to bed with him with credit that 
E v ad, Why how now wench, 
D v 1, Come Ladyes,will you helpe. 
Evan. Iamſoone vndone, 
Dv t. And as ſoonedone, 
Good ſtore of clothes will crouble you at both, 
Ev ap. Art thou drunke Dala, 
D v i. Why heres none but we, 
E vap, Thouthinkſt belike there is no modeſty 
When we'are alone, 
D v :., Iby my troth,you hit my thoughts right, 
Evan, Youprick me Madame, 
1.Lavp, Tis againſt my will, 
D yt, Anon you muſt indure more andlie till, 
Tis beſt topraQtiſe, : 
Evy AD, Sure this wench is mad, 


D v z. No faith, this is a trick that I haue had 


Since 
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Since I was foureteene, 

Eva. Tistime toleaue it, 

D y :, Nay now ile keepe it till the trick leaue me, 
A dozen wanton words put in your head, 

Will make you liuelier in your huſbands bed, 
EvaAp. Nay faith then take it. 

Dv :.. Takeir Madame,where, 

We all will take jt I hope that are here. 

Ev Ap. Nay then ile giue you ore, 

Dy :. SowillI make 

The abteſt man in Rhodes or his heart ake. 

Evap. Wilt lic inmy place to night. 

D v:. Ile hold your cards againſt any two I know, 
Ev AD. What wilt thou doe, 

D vt, Madame weele doo't and make'm leaue play too, 
Evavp, Aſpatia take her part, 

D yr, Iwillrefuſe ir, 

She will pluck downe afide, ſhe does not vſe it. 

Ev Ad. Doe Iprethee, 

Dyrt, Youwill finde the play 

Quickly, becauſe your head lies well that way. 

Ev Ad, Ithanke thee D»{«,would thou coulſt inſtill 
Some of thy mirth into Aſpatia, 

Nothing but ſad thoughts in her breſt doe dwell, 
Me thinkes a meane berwixt you would doe well, 
Dvr. Sheis in loue, hang me if I were ſo, 

Bur I could run my Countrey Iloue too, 

Todoe thoſe things that people in loue does, 

AsP, It were atimelefſe ſmile ſhould proue my checke, 
It were a fitter houre for me to laugh, 

When at the Alter the religious Prieſt, 

Were paſſifying the offended powers, 

With facrificeghen now, this ſhould haue beene 
My right, and all your hands have bin imployd, 

In giving me a ſpotleſle offering 

To young Amintors bed,as we are now, 


For you pardon Exdve,would my worth. 
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Were great a3 yours,or that'the King or he 
Or both chought ſo,perhaps hetound me worthleſie, | 
Bur till he did ſo, in theſe cares of mine, | 
Theſe credulons earcs, he powred the ſweetclt wor.'; 

That art or loue could frame,if he were falſe 

Pardon it heaven,and if I did want 

Vecrtue, you ſately may torgiue thar too, 

For Ihaue loſt none that I had from you. 

E v AD. Nay leave this ſad talke Madame, \ 
A s5sP. Would I could,thenlI ſhould leave the calc. 

Evans. Locit you haue not ſpoild all Dz/as mirth. 

As P.,Thou thiakſt chy hearc hard, bur if thou becit cauolir 
remember ine ; thouſhalr perceive a fire þ 
ſhor ſuddenly ynto thee, 

D v1, Thats not ſo good, let'em ſhoot any thing, 

but fire, and I fcare'mnot, 

As Þ. Well wench thou muſt be taken, 

E va». Ladics goodnight, Ile doe the reſt my ſclfe, 

D vr, Nay lct your Lord doe ſome, 

As Þ. Madame good night, may all the mariage ;oyes 
Thar longing taaides imaginein their beds 

Proue ſo vnto you, may nor diſcontent | 
Grow twixt your loue and you, but if there doe, } 
Enquire ofme aud I will guide your mone, 
And teachyou an arcificiall way to gricuc, 

To keepe your ſoirow waking, loue your Lord 
No worſe then I, but it you loue fo well, 

Alas you may difpleaſe him, fo did I, 

This is thelalt time you ſhall looke on re * 
Ladies farewell, as ſoone as Tamdead, 

Come all and watch one night about my hearſe, 
Bring cach a mournefull Roticand ateare, 

To offer at.it when I goceo carthz © 

With flattering Iuy claſpe my coffin round, 
Write on my brow my Tenng, leemy beere 
Be borne by Virgins chaz ſhall ling by cowlc, 
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Evan, Alas Ipittie thee, Exit Euadne, 
OMNrs, Madaine good night, 

1.L a», Come weelelet in the Bridegroome, 

Dvt. Where's my Lord? 

1. Lao. Here take this light, Enter Amintor. 
D v1, Heele finde herin Fe darke, 

1. L a ». Your Ladye's ſcarſe a bed, you muſt helpe her. 
As P, Goe and be happy 1n your Ladyes loue, 

May all the wrongs that you haue done to me, 

Be vtterly forgotten in my death, 

Ile trouble you no more, yet I will take 

A parting kiſſe,and will not be denied, 

You'le come my Lord and ſee the virgins weepe, 

When I am laid in earth;though you your ſelfe 

Can know no pittie,thus I winde my lelfe 

Into this willow garland,and am prouder 

That I was once your loue, (though now refuſ'd) 

Then to haue had another true to me, 

So with praiers I leaue you,and muſt trie 

Some yer vnpractiſ'd way to grieue and die, 

D v 1, Come Ladies will you goe, Exit Aſpatia. 
1. Lav, Good night my Lord, 

AM1N, Much happineffe ynto you all, Exe: Ladies. 
I did that Lady wrong, me thinkes I feele 

A griefe ſhoot ſuddenly through all my veines, 

Mine » raine,this is ſtrange at ſucha time, 

It was the King firſt mou'd me too't, bur he 

Has not my will in _—_ — why did I 

perplex my ſelfe thus; ſomerhing whiſpers me, 

Goe not to bed, my guilt is not ſo great 

as mine owne conſcience, too ſencible 

Would make me thinke, I onely breake a promiſe, 

And ewas the King inforſt me,ctimerous fleſh, 

Why ſhakſ thou | Ap my idle feares, Enter Enadne 


Yonder is ſhe,the lnſter of whoſe eie, 
Can blot away the ſad remembrance 


Ofall theſe things ; =—— hay Emnadne ſpare 
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That tender body,let irnot take cold, 

The yapors of the night ſhall nor fall here, 

To bed my loue, Hymen will puniſh ys, 

For being ſlack performers ot his rights, 

Cam(t rhou to call me, 

Evapr, No? 

AMinT. Come,come,my loue, 

And let vs loole cur ſelues to one another, 

Why art thou vp ſo long, 

E var. Iam notwcll, 

AwM1NT, Tobcd,thenlet me winde thec in theſe armes, 
Till I have baniſh: fickneſle, 

E v ap, Good my Lord] cannot ſleepe, 

A M1N. Ewuadne weele watch, meane no ſleeping, 

Ev av. llcnor goe to bed, 

An1N, Ipretnce doe, | 

E v av. {1 will not for the world, 

Am1Nn. Why my deere loue, 

E va v. Why?I haue ſworne I will not. 

A 11%. Sworne ! Evan, I? 

Aurix, How? ſworne Entdae, 

E vap, Yes, ſworne Amintor, and will ſweare againe, 
If you will wiſh to heare me, 

A118, To whom haue you (worne this, 

Ey a0, If Iſhould name himthe matter were not great, 
Amv1x, Come,this is but the coynelle of a bride, 

Ev av. The coyneſle of a bride. 

An1x, How pretilie that frowne becomes thee, 
Evavr, Docyoulike ir ſo, 

Am1x, Thou canſt not dreſſe thy face in ſuch alooke, * 
Bur I ſhall like ir, 

E y a», What looke will like you beſt, 

Au1Nn, Why doe you aske, 

Evap. That I may ſhew you one leſle pleaſing to you, 
An1x. Howes that, 
E vav, Tat Imay ſhew you one leſſe pleaſing to you. 
Au1N, Iprethee purthy ieſts in milder lookes, 

It 
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It ſhewes as thou wert angry, 

Ev av. Soperhaps lam indeede, 

Av1N, Why,whobas done thee wrong, 

Name me the man,and by thy ſelfe lweere loue, 

Thy yet vnconquered ſelfe,l will revenge it, 

E v A v, Now I ſhalltrie thy truth, if thou doeſt loue me. 

Thou waighſt not any thing compar'd to me, 

Life, hononr, ioyes eternal], all delights 

The world can yeeld,are light as aire 

To a true louer when his Lady frownes, 

And bids him doe this, wilt thou kill this man, 

Sweare my Amintor,and ile kifle the ſun 

Ofthy lips. 

A w41N, I wonnot {wear ſweet loue,till I know the cauſe, 

E vy Ap, I wood thou would(t, 

Why,it is thou that wrong me, I hate thee, 

Thou ſhould'{t have kild thy ſelte, 

A»1x, If I ſhould knew that,] ſhould quickly kill 

The man you hated. 

E va», Know it,and doo'r, 

A 18, Ohno,what looke fo ere thou ſhould't put on, 

To trie my faith, I cannot thinke thee falſe, 

I cannot finde one blemiſh in thy face 

Where falſenood ſhould abide, leaue,and to bed, 

if you haue ſworne to any of the virgins 

That were your olde companions to preſerue 

Your mafdenhead a night,it may be dene 

Without this meanes, 

Evanr, A maidenhead Amintor at my yeares, 

Au1Xx, Sure ſhe raues,this cannot be, 

Her naturall cemper,ſhall [ call thy maides, 

Either thy healchfullfleepe hath left thee long, 

Orelſe ſome feauer rages in thy blood, 

Evad, Neither of theſe, what thinke you lam mad, 

Becauſe 1ſpeakethe truth, 

A »IN, ls this the truth, wil you not lie with meto night, 

Ev Av, Youralke as if you thought | would hereafter. 
D 3 
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AmM1N, Hereafter, yes I doe. 
+ E yo, You are deceiu'd, put off amazement & with pati- 
| What I ſhall virer, for the Ocacle (cence mark, 
Knowes nothing truer, tis not for a night 
Or ewo that I forbeare your bed, but cuer, 
AM1nN. Idreame,—awake Amintor, 
Evav, You heareright, 
1 ſooner would finde out the beds of Snakes, 
And with my youthfull blood warme their cold fleſh, 
Letting them curle them(clues about my limbes, \ 
then ſleepe one night with thee; this is not faind, 
Nor ſounds it like the kiſſes of a bride. 
Amin. Is fleſh ſoearthly ro endure all this, F 
Are theſe the joyes of mariage, Hymen keepe 
This tory (that will make ſucceeding youth 
Neglect thy ceremonies) from ail eares. 
Let it not riſe vp for thy ſhame and mine 
To after ages, we will {corne thy lawes, 
If chou no better blefſe them, touch the heart 
Other whom thou haſt ſent me, or the world 
Shall know this, not an altar then will ſmoake : 
In praiſe of thee, we will adopt ys ſonnes, 
Then vertue ſhall inherit and not blood, 
If we doe luſt, we'le rake the next we meet ; 
Serving our ſelues as other creatures doe, 
And neuer take note of rhe female more, 
Nor of her iſſue : I doe rage in yaine, 
| 
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She cannot ieſt ; Oh pardon me my loue, 

So deare the thoughts are which I hold of thee, 

T hat I muſt breake forth ; ſatisfie my feare, 

It i:,3paine beyond the paine of death, 

To be in doubt ; confirme it with an oath, 

Tf chis be rrue, - 
E v av. Doc you inuent the forme, | 
Let there be in it all the binding wordes 


Diuels and coniurers can put together, | 
[ And I will take it, I hauc ſworne before, 4 
| 4 
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And here by all things holy doe againe, 
Neuer to be acquainted with thy bed, 
Is your doubt ouer now. 

AM 1N, Iknow too much,would I had doubted (1.:, 
Was euer ſuch a mariage night as this : 

You powers aboue, if you did ever meane 

Man ſhould be v{'d thus, you haue thought a way 
How he may beare himſelfe, and ſaue his honour : 
Inſtant me withir, for to my dull eyes 

There is no meane, no moderate courſe torunne, 
I muſt live ſcorn'd or be a murderer : | 

Is there a third, why is this night ſo calme, 

oY does not heauen ſpeake in thundetto vs, 

And drowne their voyce, 

E vav. This rage willdoeno good, . 

AM1N, Exadne, heare m2, thou haſt tane an oath, 
Bur ſuch a raſh one, that to keepe it were 

Worſe then to ſweare it, call it backe to thee, 

Such yowes as that neuer aſcend the heauen, 

A teare or two will waſh it quite away, 

Haue mercy on my youth, my hopefull youth, 

If thou be pirtifull, for without boaſt 

This land was proud of me, what Lady was there 
That men eald faire, and vertuous in this Ifle 

That would haue ſhund my loue, it is in thee 

To make me hold this worth ——Oh we yaine men 
Thar truſt all aur reputation 

To reſt vpen the weake and yeelding hand 

Of feeble woman, but thou art not ſtone, 

Thy fleſhis ſoft, and in thine eyes doe dwell 

The ſpirit of loue, thy heart cannot be hard, 
Come lcade me from the bottome of diſpaire, . 
To all the ioyes thou haſt, I know thou wilt, 

And make me carefull leaſt the ſudden change 
Ore. come my ſpirits. : 
E v av. When Icall back this oath, the paines ofhell 
inuicon me, 
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 AvitN, Ifleepe and am to temporare, come to bed, 


Or bv thoſe haires which if thou haſt a ſoule; like to thy 7 
Were threads for Kings to weare (locks, 

About their armes, 

E var, Why ſopcrhaps they are, 

Ax1N, lledragge thee to my bed, and make thy tongue 

Vndoe this wicked oath, or Athy fleſh 

Ile print a thouſand wounds to let our lite, 

E v ap. 1 fcare thee nor, doe what thou darſt to me, ; 
Eucry ill ſounding word, or threatning looke \ 
Thou ſherveſt to me, wili bereueng'd at full, 

AM1N, It will not ſurc Exadne, 

Evapr. Doe'nort you hazard thar, 

Amn1x. Ha ye your Champions, 

Evapr. Alas Ammter thinkſt thou T forbeare 

To fleepe with thee, becauſe I haue put on 

A maidens ſtriftneſle, looke vpon theſe checkes, 

Aad thou ſhalt finde the hot and riſing blood 

Vaoapt for ſuch a vow, no,in this hears 

There dwels as much deſire, and as much will, 

To put that wiſhed a, as cuer yet 

Was knowne to woman, and they haue beeti ſhowne 
Both, but it was the folly of thy youth, 

To thinke this beauty, to what land ſoe're 

It ſhall be cald, ſhall Roope to any ſecond, 

I doe enioy the beſt, and in that heighr 

Haue ſworne to ſtand or die, you gueſle the man. 

A 1 18, No, let meknow the man that wrongs ie (o, 
That may cut his body into mores, 

And ſcatter it before the Northen winde, 

E var. Youdare nor fitike him. 

Ax1Nn. Doe not wrong me {o, 

Yes,if his body were a poyſonous plant, 
That it weredeath to touch, I haue a ſoule * 
Will throw me on him, 

Evan. Why tisthe King, 

AM1N, The King, 


Evan 
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EvaAnr. What will you doe now ? 

AM1N, Itisnot the King, ; 
Evavy, What did he make this match for dull Amintor. 
AM 1N. Ohthou haſt nani'd a word that wipes away 
All thoughts reucngetull, in that ſacred word, 

The King, there lies a terror, what fraile man 

Dares litthis hand againſt it, let the Gods 

Speake to him when they pleaſe, till whenlet vs 
Suffer, and waite, 

E v av, Why ſhould you fill your ſelfe ſo full of heate, 
And haſte fo to my bed, I amno virgin, 

AM1N, What Divell bath putit in thy fancy then 
To mary mee, 

EyAavD, Alas,I muſt haue one 

To father children, and to beare the name 

Of husband to me, that my finne may be 

More honorable, 

An1N, What ſtrange thing am 1? 

A miſerable one, one that my (clfe 

Am ſory for. 

AM1N., Why ſhew it then in this, 

If thou haſt pittie, though thy loue be none, 

Kill me, and all true louers that ſhall loue 

In after ages crolt in their deſires, 

Shall bleſle thy memorie, and call thee good, 

Becauſe ſuch mercy in thy breaſt was found, 

To rid a lingring wretch, 

EvaAv. Imuſt have one 

To fill thy roome againe if thou wert dead, 

Elſe by this night 1 could, I piny thee, 

AM1x, Thete irange and ſudden iniuries have falen 
$o thick ypon me, that I loſe all ſenſe 

Of whar they are, methinkes l am not wrong'd, 
Nor is it ought, if from the cenſuring world 

I can but hide It=—reputation 

Thou art a word, no more, but thou haſt ſhowne 

An impudence ſo high, that to the world 
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I feare thou wilt betray or ſhame thy ſelfe, 

Ey av. To couer ſhame, I rooke thee never feare , 

That I would blaze my ſelfe, 

AM1N, Norlet the King 

Know I conceiue he wrongs me, then mine honour 

Will thruſt me into ation, that my fleſh 

Could beare with patience, and it is ſome eaſe 

To me in theſe extreames, that I know this 

Before 1 rouche thee, elſe had all the finnes 

Of mankinde ſtood betwixt me and the King, 

I had gone through ,e'ne to his hart and thine 

I have left one detire, tis not his crowne 

Shall. buy me to thy bed, now | reſolue 

He has diſhonour'd thee, giue me thy hand, 

Be carefull of thy credit, and finne cloſe 

Tis all 1 wiſh, ypon thy chamber floure 

lNereſt ro night, that morning viſiters 

May thinke we did as married people vſe, 

And prethce ſmile ypon me when they come, 

And ſeemme to toy as if thou had(t beene pleaſ'd 

With what 1 did, 

Evap, Fearenor, I will doe this. 

Ami. Comelet yspraQtiſe, and 8s wantonly 

As cuer longing bride and bridegroome met, 

Lets laugh and enter here, 

Eva. 1lamcontent, 

Downe all the ſwellings of my troubled heart, 

When we walke thus intwind let all eyes (ee, 

if euer louers better did agree, Exit, 
Enter Aſpatia, Antiphila, Olimpias, 

AsP, Away you are not, force it no further, 

Good, good, how well you looke, ſuch a full colour 

Young baſhfull brides pur on, ſure you are new maried, 

ANT, Yes Madameto your griefe, 

AsP, Alas poore wentches 

Goelearne to loue firſt, learnetoloſe your (clues, 

'Learne to be flattered, and belecue and bleſle i 
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The double tongue that did it, | \ 
Did you ere loue yet wenches, ſpeake Olimpas, 
Thou haſt a metled temper, fit for ſtamp, 
Or », Neuer, 
A SP, Nor you Antiphila, A NTs Nor I, 
AsP. Then my good girles be more then women wiſe, 
Arleaft, be more then I was, come lets beſad my girles, 
That dowae caſt of thine eye Olmpiar, 
Showes a faind forrow; marke Antphila, 
Juſt ſuch another was the Nymph Oener, 
When Paris brought home Helen, now a teare, 
And then thou art a peece expreſſing furie, 
The Carthage Queene when from a cold Scarock, 
Full with her ſorrow, ſhe tyed fatt her eyes, 
To the faire Troien ſhips, having loſt them, 
Iuſt as thine does, downe (tole a teare! Antphila, 
What would this wench doe if ſhe were Aſpatia, 
Here ſhe would ſtand, till ſome more, pittytag god 
Tutnd her to Marble, tis egough my wench, 
Show me the peece of needle worke you wrought, 
Anr, Of Ariadne Madarne ? 
A5sP. Ycs that peece, 0 
This ſhould be Theſes, has a couſcning face, 
You ment bim for a man, 
Axrt, He was ſo Madame. 
As”. Why thentis well enough, neuerlooke black, 
You haue a full winde, and a falle heart Theſexc, 
Does nor the ſtory ſay, his Keele was {plir, 
Or his maſts ſpent, or ſome kind rock or other 
Met with his yeſlelL 
A x 1, Notas I remember, 
A's ». Ir ſhould ha been fo, could the Gods know this, 
And none of all their number raiſe a ſtorie, 
Bur they are all as ill, this falſe ſmile was cxpreſt well, 
Juſt ſuch avother caught me, you ſhall not goe ſo 
Avntiphils, in this place worke a quick-ſand, 
And ouer it a ſhallow ſailing water, 
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And over it a ſhallow ſrfiiling water, 
And his ſhip plowing it, and then a feare, 
Doe that feare brauely wenchs 
O11», Twill wrong the ſtorie. 
A5$P. Twill make the ſtory, wrong'dby wanton Poets, 
Live long and be belceu'd, but wheres the Lady, 
ANT, Trere Madame, 

AsP, Fic, you have miſt it there Amtipilc, 

You are muc{i miſtaken wench : 
Theſe colows are nor dull and pale enough, 
To ſhow a ſoule ſo full of miſerie 

As this poore Ladies was, doe it by me, 

Doe it againe,by me the loſt Aſpatia, 

And you will and all truc bur the wilde Tland, 

Suppoſe 1 (tand vpon the Sea, breach now 

Mine armes thus, and mine haire blowne with the wind, 
Wilde as the place ſhe was in, ler all ab out me 

Re teares of my ſtory, doe my face, 

If thou had(t euer fceling of a ſorrow, 

Thus, thas, Antiphilz make me looke good girle 

Like ſorrow es mount, and the trees about re 

Let them be dry and leaucleſle, let rhe rocks 

Groane with contiunall fares, and bchind me 

Make all a deſolation, fee, ice wenches, 

A miſerable life of this pooxe picture, 

Ort1y. Deare Madame, 

As Þ. Ihaue done, fit downe,and let vs 

Vpon that point fixe all our eyes, that point there ; 
Make a dumbe filence ti!l you feele a ſudden ſadnefſe 
Giuec vs new ſoulcs, Enter Calainav, 
Car, The K.ng may doe this, and he may no: doe ir, 
My childe is wrong, ciſgracd,well, how now huſwiues, 
Whar at your eaſe, is this a time to fic fill, vp you young 
Lazic whores, vp or ile ſwenge YOU. 

Ot1n, Niy good my Lord. 

Car. You'llic dowae ſhortly, in and whine there, 
Wat are you growne fo ruftieyou want heares, 


We 
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We ſhall haue ſome of che Court boyes hext you ſhorely, 
ANT. Good my Lord be not angry, we doe nothing 
But what my Ladies pleaſure is, we ace thus in griefe, 
She is forſaken., 

Cart, Theres a rogue too, 

Aſlie diſſembling flaue, well? ger you in, 

Ie haue abour with that boy, ws hie time 

Now to be valiant, I confcfle my youth 

Was never prone that way, 

A Court (tale, well I muſt be valiant, 

And beate ſome dozen of theſe whelps, and theres 
Another of'em, a trim clicating ſouldier, 

Jie maule char raſchall, has out-bray'd me ewice, 

But now I thanke the Gods I am valianr, 

Goe,ger you in, ile take acourſe with all, Exennt ow, 


Aus T ertius. 


Enter CtxoON, STrArto, DiPHILYS 
Cr x. Your lifter is not yp yer, 
D1y#, Oucbrides muſt cake their mornings reſt, 
The night isrroubleſome, 
S 1 x A, Butnor tedious, (dighr, 
D 1? #. What ods, hee has not my ſiſters maiden-head to 
S Tr 4, None, its ods againſt any bridegrome living, he 
nere gets ir white he lives, 
D1yn, Yare merry with my Gfter, you'le pleaſe to al- 
low me the ſame freedome with your mother, 
SrR a. Shees atyour ſcruice. / 
D 1 yn. Then ſhees merry enough of herſclfe, ſhee needs 
no tickling, knock at the dore, 
Sr ra, Weſhall _ them, 

y 


Dr » #, No matter they haue the yeare before them, 
good morrow hſtex, ſpare your ſelte co day,rhe nighe 
will come 3gaine, Emer clmnuntor. 


Amin, Whoſe there my brother, I am-no readier yer, 
your ſiſter is but now vp» +. | 


Di?u. You — loſt your eyes to night, I 
bod o 


ehagnke 


[ 
: 
| 
| 
\j 
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thinke you ha nor ſlepr. 

An 1N, Ifaith! did nor. 

D1-y4. You hauc done better then, 
AM1N, Wehaue ventured for a boy, when hee is twelue, 
a ſhall command againſt the foes of Rhodes, 

ſhall we be merry, 

STRA. You cannot, you want] 

Am 1N. Tis true, bolts - 

As it ſhe had drunke Lethe, or had made 

Euen with heauen, did fetch 10 ſtill a fleepe, aſcie, 
So ſweet and ſound; 

Dir, Whats that ? 

AM1N., Your lifter frets this morning, and doth 

eurne her eyes vpon mee, as people on the head(._ 

man, ſhe does chafe, and: kiſſe and chaſe, and clap 

my cheeks, ſhees in another world, 

D 1». Then I had loſt, I was aboutto lay,you had not got 
her maidenhcad to night, 

Am1Nn, Ha, does hee not mocke mee, y'ad loſt indeed 

I doe not bungle, 

Cr to, Youdoe deſerue her, 

A 1x, laid my lips to hers, and that wilde breach 

That was fo rude and rough to me, laſt night 

Was {weere as Aprill, ile be guilty too, 

If theſe be the eftes, Emer Melantins. 
M r., Good day Amintor, for to me the name 

Of brother 15 too diſtant, we are friends, | 

And that is nearer, 

Aux. Deare Melantins , 

Let me behold lice, is it poſhble, 

M x i. What ſudden gaze is this, 

Au ix Tis wondrous ſtrange, X 

M< t, Why does thine eyedefire ſo ſtrit a view 

Ofchar it knowes fo well ? theres noching here 

Thar is not thine, : 
Ann, I wonder much Melanting, + 
Toſec hole noble lookes thuramke we thinke;, — 
- # a8 How 
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How vertuous thou art, and on this ſudden 
Tis firange to me, thou ſhouldſt haue worth and honour, 
Or not be baſe and falſe, and treacherous, 
And cuery ill, 
M = x. Say, ftay my friend, 
I feare this ſound will not become our loues, no more'em®» 
Anin, Oh miſtake me nor, (brace me, 
I know thee to be full of all choſe deeds, 
That wefraile men call good, bur by the courſe 
Of nature thou ſhould(t be as quickly chang'd, 
As are the windes difſembling ,as the Sea, 
That now weares browes as {mooth as virgins be, 
Tempting the Merchant to inuade his face, 
And in an houre call his billowes vp, 
And ſhoot em at the Sun,deſtroying all 
A carries on him, Oh how neaream[T 
To yer my ficke thoughts, afde, 
M «s 1. Why, my friend, ſhould I be ſoby nature ? 
An 1x, Ihave wed thy fiſter, who hath vertuous thoughts 
enow for one whole familie, and it is ſtrange, 
Thatyou ſhould feele no want, 
M s :, Beleeue me this4s coplement too cunning for me, 
D 1”. What ſhould 1 be then by the courſe of nature, 
They having both robd me of ſo much vertue, 
S 1x 4a, Ohcall the bride my Lord Amintor,that wee ma 
ſee hec bluſh, and curne her eyes downe, it. is the preiti 
ſporr, 
ANN, Enadne, 
E Yao, My Lord, Within, 
Anix, Come forthmy love, 
Your brothers doe attend ro wiſh you toy. 
Evao, Iamnotready yet, 
Aman. Enough, enough, 
Evav. They'le mocke me, .. : 
A 41 N, Faith thou ſhalt come io, Exter Exndne. 
M #:. Good morrow fiſter, be that ynderſtands 
Whom you haue wed, necd ro to wilh you ioy, 

& 3, 
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You haveenough, take heed you be noe proud, 

Dx»u. O fiſter what haue you done, 

Ev apr, Why what haue I done? 

STx a, My Lord Amintor (weares you are 06 maid now. 
Evap, Puſh. 

STxA, Ifaithhe does, 

E vAp, I knew I ſhould be mecke, 

Dx1yn. With acruth, 

Evavr, Ifewere te do againe, infaithT woald not mary, 


A »1N, Nor I by heauen, 
D 1», Siſter, Dua ſwear*s ſhe heard you cry two roomes 
Evaovs, Fichow you talke. (off, 


Diya, Lets ſee you walke, 
Evan. By my trothy'are ſpoild, 
ME1, Amimor, Anix. Ha, 
M#e:, Thou art ſad, 
Anix, Whol, I thanke you for that, ſhall Dipb/« thou 
| and I fing a catch, 
| Mzrt. How? Anin, Pretheelets, 
1 Mz 1, Nay thats too much the other way, 
Auin, I am ſo heighned with my happineſſe, how doſt 
thou lone, kiſſe me. 
E v av, 1 cennot loue you, you tell tales of me, 
Am 18. Nothing but what becomes vs, Gentlemen 
| Would you had all ſuch wiues, and all the world, 
That I might be no wonder, y are all fad, 
What doe you envie me, I walke me thinkes 
On water, and nere finke 1 amſo light, 
M#1, Tis well you are fo, 
Amr, Well? can you be other when ſhee lookes thus, 
Is there no mulike there, lets dance. 
ME 1. Why? this is ſtrange.” ; 
AM1N, Idonot know my ſelfe, yet could wiſh-my ioy 
D 128. lle martic if .t will make one thus (were lefle, 
Evavs, Amimor, harke. Afrls 
Amin. ſayes my loue I muſt obey, 
Evao, Youdoc it ſcumuily, twilhbe perceiu'd. 


Cie 
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Cru. My Lord the King is here, Enter King & Lift? 
Anu1x, Where, S TRA. Andhis brother, 
K1iNxG, Good morrow all, 
Amintor iey on ioy fall thicke ypon thee, 
But Madame you are alterd ſincel ſaw you, 
I mutt ſalute you,you are now anothers, 
How lik't you your nights reſt, Eva vo. Ill fir, 
An1N, Indeede ſhe rooke bur little, 
L1s. Youlelet her rake more, & thanke her too ſhortly, 
KinG, Ammtor were thou truely honoſt till thou wert 
Auin, Yes fir, (married. 
K 1n G, Tell me how then ſhewes the ſport to you, 
Amin, Why well? K:ixG, What did you doc, . 
AM 1N, no morenor leſſe then other couples yſe, 
You know what tis, it has but a courſe name, 
K1x 6G, Bur prethee 1 ſhould chinke by her þlack cic 
And her red cheeke,ſhe ſhould be quick and fticring 
In this ſame bufineſſe;ha ? 
Am rx, I cannot tell I nere tried other fir, but I perceiue 
She is as quick as you deliuered, 
KixnG, Well youle truſt me then Amintor, 
To chooſe a wife for you agen. 
An1x Noneuer fir, 
K1rx 6G. Why? like you this ſo ill. 
AuxrN, So well Ilike her, 
For this I bow my knee in thanks to you, 
And ynto heauen will pay my gratefull eribute 
Hourely,and doe hope we ſhall draw out, 
Along coarented hfe cogerhec here, 
And die both full of gray baires in one day, 
tor which che thanks is yours, but if che pawers 
That rule vs,pleaſeto call her firſt away, 
Wrhouc pride ſpoke, this world holds not a wife 
Worthy co take herroome. F : aff/ade 
King Idoe notlike this; all forþrare che roome 
But you Amintor and your Lady, i have-ſome ſpcech thac 
Concerne your after luing well, . 
| AninT, 
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Auin. A willnot tell me that he lies wich herzif hee doe, 
For it is apt to thruſt this arme of mine ro aCts vnlawfull, } 
K1iNnG. You will ſuffer me to talke with her Anvintor, ! 
And not haue icalous pangs. 
AI, Sir, I dare truſt my wife, 
When ſhe dares to talke,and not be jicalous, 
K1xG, How doc youlike Aminter. 
Evapr, As Idid fir, King, Howes that? 
Ev Av. As onethat to fulfill your pleaſure, 
I haue given leaue to call me wife andioue, 
K1NG, Iſccthere is nolaſting faith in fin, 
They that breake word with heauen, wi!l breake agen 
With all the world,aad ſo doeſt thou with me. 
Er Av. How fir, 
K1NG, This ſubcle womans ignorance 
Will nor excule you,thou haſt taken oathes 
| So great, that me thought they did mif become 
| A womans mouth,that chou wouldſt nere inioy 
A man bur me. | 
Evao. Incuerdid (weare (o, you doe me wrong, 
K1NG. Day andnight haucheard ir, 
Evavd. Iſworc indeede that I would neuer loue 
A man of lowerplace,but if your fortune 
Should throw you from this hight, I bad you truſt 
I would forſake you,and would bend to him 
That won your chrone,T loue with my ambicion, 
Noc wich my eies, bur if I euzr yer 
Toucht ay oches, Leprokie light here 
Vpon my face, which for your rioyaltic 
| I would not Raine. 
| K1NG. Why thou difſcmbleRt,and itis in me 
| To puniſh thee, 
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 Evao. Why,itis in methen,not tolone you, which will 
More atflict your bodie,then your puniſhmenecan mine, 
K1xG. Burthou haſt let Amintorlic with thee. 
E vavr. Ihannot, 


K1*G, Impudcace, he ſaies himſelfe ſo, 
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Evan. Alics. KinG. Adoesnot, 
E vy A v+» By this light he does, ſtrangely and baſely, and 
Ile prooue it ſo, I did not onely ſhun him for a night, 

But told him I would never cloſe with him, 

K1NnG, Speake lower,tis falſe, 

Ev av, Iamnomantþ anſwer with a blow, 

Oc if I were, you are tht King;but vrge nor, tis moſt true, 
K;xG. Doe notTI know the yacontrouled thoughts, 
That yourh brings with him,whea his blood is bigh, 
With expectation and dehire of that 

He long hath waited for,is not his ſpiric 

Though he be temperate, of a yaliant ſtraine 

As this our age hath knowne, what could he doe 

Ifſuch a ſuddaine ſpeech had met his blood, 

But ruine thee for cuerif he had nor kild thee 

He could not beare it thus, he is as we 

Oc any other wrong'd man, 

Evyap, This is diflembling, 

Amixtor, thou haſt an ingenious laoke, 

And ſhould'ſt be yertuous,it amazeth me 

That thou ſhould'{ make ſuch baſe malicious lies, 
An1x, What my deere wife. 

Evavr, Deere wife,l doe deſpiſe thee, 

Why nothing can be baſer then to ſow 

Diſcention amongſt louers, 

Au1x. Louers? who, 

Ey av, The King and I, 

Au1Nn, Oh God, 

Evapr. Who ſhouldliue long and love without diſtaſt, 
Were it not for ſuch ekhenks as thy ſclfe, 

Did you lic with me,ſweare now,and be puaiſhe in hell 
For this, 

A x1N, The faithleſſe fin I made | 
To faire Aſpatia,is not yet reutng d, 

I followes me,I will not looſe a word 

To this wilde woman, but to you my King, | 


The anguiſh of my foule _— our this truth, 


P \ 
0 l} 
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Yere atirant,and not ſo much to wrong 

An honeſt man thus, as to rake apride , 

In calking with him of it. 

E y Av, Now fir, ſee how loud thisfellow lies, 

Aw1N, You that can know to wrong, ſhold know how 

Men muſt right themſelues, what puniſhment is due, 

From me to hira that ſhall abuſe my bed, 

It is not death,nor can that fatishie, 

Vnleſſe [ſhow how nobly I haue freed my ſelfe, 

Kin 6G, Draw not thy ſword,thay knowſt I cannot feare 

A ſubies hand,bur thou ſhalc feele the weight 

Ofthis if thou doeſt rage, 

A u1N. The waite of that, 

If you haue any worth,for heauens ſake rhinke- 

I feare not ſwords, for as you are mecre man, 

] dare as cafily kill you fort his deede, 

As youdare thinke to doc it,bur there is (| 

Divinitic about you, that ſtrikes dead 

My rifing paſſions, as you are = _ of 

fall before you and preſent my {word, 

To cut mine owne fleſh if it be your will, 

Alas! Iam nothing but a multitude of 

walking gricfes, yer ſhould I murder you, 

I might before the world take the excuſe 

Of madneſſe,for compare my iniuries,. 

And they will well appeare too ſad a weight 

For reaſon to endure,bur fall I firſt 

Amongſt my ſorrowes,cre my treacherous ſword 
| Touch holy things, but why? I know not what 

I haue to ſay, why did youchoole out me 

To make thus wretchedgthere are thouſands 

Eafie ro worke 6n,and of Rate enough 

Wichin the Land, 

EvyAp, I wold not haue a foale, it were no credit for me. 

AmxinTt. Worſe and worſe, 

Thou that darft talke ynto thy huſband thus, 

Profelſe thy (ete a whore,and more thea fo, 


' 
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Reſoule to be fo ill, is it my faule, = 
To bearc and bow beneath a thouſand griefes, 

To keepe that little credit with the world, 

Bur there were wiſe ones to,you might haue ane another, 
K 1 Nn, No, for I beleceue thee honeſt,as thou wert valiant. 
Am1n, All the happineſſe 

Beſtowd ypon me turnes into diſgrace, 

Gods take your honeſty againe, [A I 

Amloaden with it, good my Lord the King 

Bepriuare in ir, 

K1s8G Thou maiſt live Amintor, 

Free as thy King, if thou wilt winke at this, 

And be a meanes that we may meet in ſecret, 

AM41N. A baud, hold, hold my breaſt, a bitter curſe 
Ceaze me, if I forget nor all reſpets 

That are religious, on an other word 

Seconded like that, and through a Sea of finnes 

Will wade to my reuenge, though I ſhould call 

Plagues here, andafrer le, vpon my ſoule. 

K1NG. Well, 1 am reſglute, you lay with her, 

And ſo Teaue you, Exu King, 

E y A Þ, You muſt needs be prating, and ſee what follows. 
Anix, Prethee vex me not, 

Leauc me, I am afraid ſome ſudden art 

Will pull a murther on me, 

E rap. Iam gone, Iloue mylife well, Exiz Enadne, 
A Min, I hate mineas much, 

This tis to breake a troth, 1 ſhould be glad, 

If all this tide of griefe would make me mad, Exit, 


Enter Melantins, 
M & 1. Ile know the cauſe of all Amintors griefes; 
Or friendſhip ſhall be idle, Emer Calianax, 


Cari, O Melantive, my daughter will die, 

M x xt, Truſt me I am fory,would thou hadſt rane her part. 
Car. Thouartaflaue, a cut-throat ſlave, abloody — 
ME rt, Take heed old man, thou wilt be heard to raue, 
And loſc thine office. j 


F 2 Cats 
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Cat, Iam valiant growney 

At all theſe yeares, and thou art but a flave, 

M = 1, Some companie will come, and | reſpect 
Thy yeares, not thee ſo much, that 1 could wiſh 
To laugh at thee alone, 

C a Lt. Ilefſpoile your mirth, I meaneto fight with thee, 
There lie my cloake, this was my fathers ſword, 

And he dur{t fight, are you prepar'd ? 

M £1. Why?wilt thou doate thy felfe out of thy life, 
hence get thee to bed, haue carefull looking to, and 
eate warmie things, and trouble not mee, my head 1s 
full of thoughts, more waighty then thy life or death 
can be, 

Car, Youhaue a name in warre, where you ſtand ſafe 
Among{t a multitude, but I will ery, 

What you dare doe vntoa weake old man, 

In fingle fight you'l giue ground l feare, 

Come draw, 

M Ex. I will nordraw, vnleſle thou pulſt thy death 
Vpon thee with a ſtroke, theres no one blow 

That thou canfi giue haſt flrength enough can kill me, 
Tempt me not fo far then, che power ot carth 

Shall not redceme thee, 

Cart, Imuſtlet him alone, 

Hees ſtout, and able, and to ſay the truth, 

How euer 1 may ſer a face and talke, 

] am not valiant, when I was a youth 


 Tkeptmy credit with a tefttie tricke, 


I had mongſt cowards, but durſt never fight, 


| M & 1, 1willnct promile topreſerne your life if you 


doe ſtay, 

Ca L: I would give halfe my land that I durſt fight 
with that proud man alittle, if I had mea to houlde 
him, I would beatc him, till hee aske mce mer- 
Cie. 

M x :. Sir will you begone? 

Car, Idarenort ftay,bur Twill beatemy ſervants all 
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ouer for this. | Exit Calianax, 
M et, This old fellow haunts me, 
But the diſtracted carriage of mine Amintor, 
Takes deeply on me, I will find the cauſe, 
I feare his conſcience cries, he v.rongd Aſpatia, 
Enter Amintor, 
AM1Nx, Mans eyes are not ſubtile to perceiue 
My inward miſerie, I beare my griefe 
Hid from the world, how art thou wretched then. 
For ought | know al) husbands are like me, 
And every one I taltke with of his wife, 
Is but a well difſembler/of his woes 
As | am, would | knew it for the rareneſſe 
Afiicts me now, 
M «+ t, Amintor,we haue not enioy'd our friendſhip of late, 
for we were wont tocharge our loules 1a talke, 
Amin, Melantizxs, I cantell the a good eſt of Styato, 
and a Lady the laſt day, . 
M £1, How walt; 
AM1xN. Why ſuch an 6dde one, 
M= t., I hauz longd to ſpeake with you, not of an. idle 
ict thats forſt, but of matter you are bound to veter 
to me, 
AM1N, What is that my friend ? 
Mt. Ihaue obſeru'd your wordes fall from your cone 
W1ldely, and all your carriage 
Like one that (iriues to ſhew his merry moode, 
When he were ill difpoſ'd, you were not wont 
To put fuch ſcorue into/your ſpeech——yow weare 
Vpon your face ridiculous jolhty, 
Some (2dnefle fits heere, which your tongue would | 
Couer ore with ſmiles, and twill not be, | 


What is it ? | 
A w1N. Aſadneſſc here, what cauſe | 
Can Fate provide for me to make me (o, | 
Am 1 nor lou'd throughall this Ifle, the Kin F | 


Raines greatacſle on me, haue I got receiu 
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A Lady to my bed, thatin hereye 
Keepes mounting fire, and on her tender cheekes | 
Immurable colour, in her heart 

A priſon for all vertue, arenot you, 
Which is aboue all ioyes, my conſtant friend : 

What ſaddneſſe can I haue, no,I am light, 

And feele the courſes of my blood more warme 

And fticring then they were; faith marry too, 
Andyou will feele ſo ynexpreſta io 

In chaſte embraces, that you will indeed 

Appeare another, 

M Er. You may ſhape Amintor 

Cauſes to cozen the whole world withal!, 

And your ſelfetoo, and tis notlike a friend, 

To hide your ſoule from me, tis not your nature 

To be thus idle, I haue ſeene you land, 

As you were blaſted midſt of. all your mirth, 
Callthrice aloud, and then ſtarr, fayning ioy 
Socoldly, world ? what doe I here, a friend 

Is nothing, heauen 1 would ha told that man 
My-ſecret lines, ile ſearch an vnknowne land, 

«And there plant friendſhip, all is withered here, 

Come with a complement, I would haue fought, 

Or told my friends a lizd, cre ſoorhd him ſo; 

Our of my boſome, 

Am1N, But there is nothing, 

Mt 1, Worle and worſe, farewell; 

From this time haue acquaintance, but no friend, 
AniNn., Melanting, Ray, you ſhall know what that is, 
ME L, See how you plead with friendſhip, be aduiſ'd 
How you giue cauſe ynto your ſelfe to ſay, 

You haloſt a friend, 

Am1n, Forgiue what Tha done, 
For I am ſo ore-gon with miſeries, 
Vaheard of, that I loſe conſideration 
Of what 1 ought to do, oh=—oh, 


M z 1, Doe not weepe, what iſt ? 


May 


-- 
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May I once but know the man | 
Hath turnd my friend thus, ; | 
AM 1N. Ihad ſpoke at firſt, but that, 

M x 1, But what? 

Axin, Iheldit moſtvnfic 

For you to know, faith doe not know irtyer; 

M z :. Thou ſeeft my loue, that will keep company 

With thee in teares, hide nothing then fom me, 

For when I know the cauſe of thy diſtemper; . 

With mine old armour ile adorne my felfe, | 
My reſolution, and cut through thy foes | 
Vnro thy quiet, till 1 place thy heart 

Als peaccable as ſpotleſſe innocence, 

What is it ? 

AM1N, Why tis this, —it is too bigge 

Tb ger our, let my teares make way awhile, 

Mt 1, Puniſh mefſtrangly heauen, if he ſcape 

Of life or fame, that brought this youth to this, 

Amin, Your ſiſter, 

Mz 1, Wellſayd, 

Ax. You'l wiſht ynknowne when you haue heard it, 

M xz 1, No, 
AM 1N, Is much to blame, i 
And to the King has giuen her honour vp, 

And liues in whoredome with him, 

Mz:t, How's this ? 

Thou art run mad with injury indeed, 

Thou couldſt nor vtter this, elſe ſpeake againe, | 
For I forgiue it freely,te!l thy griefes, | 
An1N, ſhees wanton, I amloth to ſay a whore, | 
Though ic be true, 

M = :, Speake yer againe, before mine anger grow 
Vp beyond throwing downe, what are thy griefes ?: 
A M1N. By all our friendſhip, theſe, | 
M s 1. What, am Itane, | 
After mine aCtions,ſhall the name of friend | 
Blot all our family, and flick tbe byand . 
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Of whore yp2n my ſiſter vnre ueng'd, 
My ſhaking fleſh be thou a witnelle for me, 
Wich what vawillingneſſe | goe co ſcourge 
This rayler, whom my folly hath cald friend, 
I will not take thee baſely, thy ſword 
Hangs nzere thy hand, draw it, that Imay whip 
Toy raſhaeſſ: to repentance, draw thy ſword, 
AM1N, Noton thee, did thine anger goe as high 
As troubled waters, thou ſhoulds - me cale, 
Heere, and eternally, if thy noble hand, 
Would cut me from my ſorrowes, 
M=zr, This is baſe, 
Aad fearefull, they that vſe to vrrec lies, 
Prouide not blowes, but wordes to qualific 
The men they wrong d,thou haſt a guilty cauſe. 
Aw1yw, Thou pleaſeſt me, for ſo much more like this, 
W1ll raiſe my anger 'P aboue my griefes, 
Which is a pafſion ealter to be knowne, 
Aad I ſhall then be blefled, 
Mt 1, Takethen more,to raiſe thine anges, tis meere 
Cowardiſe makes thee not draw, & 1 will leaue thee dead 
How euer, but if thou art ſo much preſt, 
With guilt and feare, as not todare to fight, 
Ile make thy memory loath'd, and fix a farewell 
Vpon thy name for cuer, 
Au1Nn. ThenlT draw, 

| As iulily as our Magiſtrates their ſwords, 
To cut offenders oft; I knew before, 
Twould grate your cares, but it was baſe in you 
To vrge a waighty ſecret from your frich{ 
Avd then rage at it,l ſhall be at caſe 
If I be kild, and if you fall by me, 
I (hall not long out live you, 
Ms L, Stay a while, 
The name of friend, is morethen familie, 
Oc all the world befides ; I was a foole, 


Thou ſearching humane nature, that didſt make 
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To doe me wrovg thou art inquiſitive, | 

And thruſts me ypon queſtions that will cake 

My ſleepe away, would I had died ere knowne 

This {ad diſhonor, pardon me my friend, 

If thou wilt ſtrike, here is a faithtull hearr, 

Pearce it,for I will never heave my hand 

To thine,behold the power thou haſt in me, 

I doe belecue my lifter is a whore, 

A leprous one, put vp thy (ward young man, 

AmixT, How ſhould I beare ic then ſhe being ſo, 

I feare my friend thac you will looſe me ſhortly, 

And I ſhall doea foule act on my le!fe 

Through theſe diſgraces, 

Mt. Better halfe the land 

Were buried quick rogether,no Amintor, 

Thou ſhalt have eaſe of this 2dulterous King 

That drew her too't, where got he the ſpirir 

To wrong me (o, 

AuiNn. Whatis it then to me? 

If ic be wrong to you, 

ME L, Why nor ſo much,the credit of our houſe 

Is throwne away, 

But from his iron den ile waken death, 

And hurle him-on this King, my honeltie 

ſhall Reele my ſword, and on my horrid point 

Ile weare my cauſe, that ſhall amaze the eyes 

Of this proud man,and be to glittring 

For him colooke on, 

Amn1N, Thaue quice yndone my fame, 

Mt:., Diievp thy watriceyes, 

And caſt a manly looke vpon my face, | 

For nothing is ſo wilde as I thy friend | 

Till I hae tceed thee, ſtill this ſwelling breſt, | 

I goe thus from thee,and will neuer ceaſe 

My vengeance till I finde thy heart at peace, | 

A 1N, It muſt nor be ſo, ſtay,mine eyes would tell | 

Hoy loath I am to this, bur louc and tcares | 
G Leaue 
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Leaue me a while, for I haue hazarded 

All that this world calls happy,thouhaſt wrought 

A ſecret from me vnder pame of friead, 

Which art could nere hane found,nor torture wrong 
From out this boſome, giue it me agen, 

For I will finde ic where io cre it lies 

Hid in tlie mortal ft part,inucnt a way 

To giue it backe, 

M + 1+ Why?would you have it backe, 

I will to death perſue him with reuenge, 

A 1N, Therefore I call it fr6 thee,for I know (weapon 
Thy blood ſo high, that thou wile ſtir in this, take to thy 
M & 1., Heare thy friend that bears more yeares then thous 


A M1N,. I willnothcare,but draw, or I —— 


Mz Ll. Amintor? 

AM1N. Draw then,forT am fullas reſolute 

As fame,and honor can inforce me, 

I cannot linger,draw? 

M xt, 1 doe, —- but is not 

My ſhare of credit equall with thine. 

TfI doe ſtir, —_ | 

A u1x, No? far ic will be cald 

Honor in thee to ſpill thy fiſters blood, 

Tt ſhe her birth abuſe,and on the King 

A braue reuenge,burt on me that have walk: 
With patience init,it will xe the name 

Of feareſull cuckold, —— O that word, 

Be quick, 

M : i, Then joyne with me. 

Am 1N. Idarecnotdoe a ſinne, orelſe T would be ſpeedy, 
M. x 1, Then dare not fight with me, for that's a fin, 
His griefe diſtraQts him,call thy thoughts agen, 
And to thy ſeife pronounce the name of friend, 
And fee what that will worke,I will not fight. 
Anwix, Youmuſt? 

M & 1, 1will be kild firſt,though my paſſions 
Offered the liks to you, tis notthiscarth 
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$hall by my reaſon to irgthinke awhile 

For you are,(I muſt weepe when I ſpeake it,) 

All molt beſides your ſelte, 

Anin, Oh my loft cemper, 

So many {weete words from hy fiſters mouth, 

« I am afraid would make me take her, 

To embrace and pardon her, am mad indeede, 

And know not what I doc,but hauc a care 

Of me in what thou doeft, (fave 
Ms t, Why thinks my friend I will forget his honor,or co 
The brauerie of youc houſe, will looſe his fame 

And feare to touch the throne of Maieſtie, 

AM 1x, A curſe will follow thar, bur rather liue 

And ſuffer with me. 

M £ x, I will doe what worth ſhall bid me, 

AM1N, Faith Iam ficke,and deſperately I hope, 
Yetleaning thus I feele a kinde of caſe, , 

Me 1, Come take agen your mirth about you. 

AM1x, Iſhall never doo'r, 

M+L. I watrantyou,looke vp,weele walke together, 
Put thine arme here, all ſhall be well agen, | 
AM1N, Thy loue,o wretched, I thy loue Melantins,whyT 
Haue nothing elſe, Exennt. 
M «Lt. Be merry then, Enter Melantins agen. 
M sLi., This worthie yong man may doe violence 

Vpon himſelfe ,but I have cherifhe bim 

As well as I could, and ſent him ſmiling from me 

To counterfeit againe,ſword hold thine edge, 

My heart will never faile me ? Dipbules, 

Thou comlt as ſent. Emer Diphilas, 
D 12 #, Yonder has bin ſuch laughing. 

M = t+ Berwixe whom? 

Dx? n, Wiy our filter and the King, 

I thought their ſpleenes would breake, 

They laught ys all out of the roome, 

M s:. They muſt weepe Diphilns, 

Diru. Muſtchcy? 
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M x r, They muſi?chou art my brother, & if I did belevue, 
Thou hadſt a baſe thought,I would rip it our, 


Lie whereir durſt, 
D 1 »#. You ſhould nor, I would firſt mangle my (clfe & 


fiade ir. (thy hands, 
M « :. That was ſpoke according to our ſtrain,come ioyne 
And [weare a fiermenefle to what project I 

Shall lay before thee, 

D1?#. Youdoe wrong vs both, 

People hereafcer ſhall nor ſay there paft 

A bond more then our loues to tie ourliues 

And deathes together, 

M = t. It is as nobly ſaid as I would wiſh, 

Anon ile tell you wonders, we are wrong d, 

D 17 #4. ButT will cell you now, weele right our (clues, 
M « t., Stay not, preparethe armourin my bouſle, 

And what friends yeu can draw ynto our fide, 

Not knowing of the cauſe,make ready too, 

Haſt Diph: the time requires it,haft, Exit Dipbilur, 
I hope my cauſe is iuſt, know my blood = 

Tels me it is, and I will credit it, 

Totake 1tcuenge and looſe my ſclfe withall, 

Were id!e,and to ſcape, impoſſible, 

Without I had the fort, which miſerie 

Remaining in the hands of my olde enemy 

Calianax,burt I muſt haue it,fee Emter Calianas, 
Where he comes ſhaking by me,good my Lord 
Forget your ſpleene ro me, I neuer wrong'd you, 

But would haue peace with cuery man. 

Car, Tis well? 

IfI durſt fight, your tongue would hie at quict, 

M x t, Y'are touchic wichout all cauſe, 

Car, Doc? mack me. 

ME t. By mine honor I ſpeake truth, 

C a rt. Honor? where ift, 

Me, Sce what ſtarts you make into your idle hatred, 
I am come with reſolution to obtaine afſure 


Ct 
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Of you, 

Cat, Aſute of me,tis very like it ſhould be granted br, 
Mt rt, Nay,goe not lence, 

Tis this,you haue the keeping of the forr, 

And I would wiſh you by the loue you ought 

To beare vnto me todeliuer it 

Into my hands, 

Cat, lamin hopethou art mad,to talke ro me thus, 
M#:, Burt there is a reaſon to moue you ro it,l would 
Kill che King,that wrong'd you and your daughter, 

Car. Out traitor, 

M xz t, Nay but fiay,l cannot ſcape the deede once done 
Without 1 haue this fore, 

Car, Andſhouldl help thee, now thy treacherous mind 
berraies it ſelfe, 

Ms :. Come delay me not, 

Giue me a ſuddaine anſwere, already, 

The laſt is ſpoke,refuſe my offerd loue, 

When it comes clad in ſecrets, 

Car, If Ifay I will notyhe will kill me, I doe ſee'r writ 
In his lookes, and ſhould I ſay I will,heele run andrell the 
King : I doe got ſhun your friendſhip deere Melantians, 
But this cauſe is weightie,giue me but an houre tothinke, 
ME :, Takeit, -— 1 know this goes vnto the King, 
Butlamarm'd, Exit Mal wntins, 
Cat, Methinkes Ifecle my felfe 

Burtwenty now agen,this fighting foole 

Wants policie, | ſhall revenge my girle, 

And make her red againe,] pray,mylegges 

Will laſt that pace that I will carrie them, 

] ſhall want breath before I finde the King, 


Atlus Quartus. 


. 'Enter MEL ANTIVS, EVADX 6, and 4 Lady. 


s1, God faue you. : 
E Y Ap. Sauc you ſweete brother, : 
G 3 M az. 
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M# rt. In my blunt eye me thinkes you looke Exadve, 
Ev av. Come,you would make,me bluſh. 

M= rt, I would E444ne,[ (hall dilpleaſe my ends els, 
Evan. Youſhallifyou command me, I am baſhfull, 
Come fir, how docl looke, 

M = 1, I would not haue your women heare me 
Breake into a co:nmendations of you;it is not ſeemely, 
Evan, Gove waite me in the gillerie, — now [peake, 
M & .. Ile lock your dores firtt, Exit Ladyes 
Evao, Why? 

M = 1, I will not haue your guilded things that daunce 
In vification with their millan ſkins 

Choake vp my bulineſle, 

Evar, Youare ſtrangely diſpoſ'd fir. 

ME rt, Good Madame,not to make you merry. 
Evapr, No, if you praiſe me ewill make me fad, 

M  L. Such a ſad commendationsI haue for you, 
Eva», Brother,the Court has made you wittie, 
Andlearneto riddle, 

M = :, Ipraiſe the Court for't,has learnd you nothing. 
Evan, Me? 

M = t, I Exadve,thou art yong and hanſome, 

A Ladyofa ſ{weere complexion, 

And ſuch a flowing carriage,that it cannot 

Choſe but inflame a Kingdome, 

E v av. Gentle brother. 

M tx. Tis yet in thy repeatance,fooliſh woman. 

To make me gentle, 

Evan, How is this, 

M=:t, Tis baſe, 

And I could bluſh at theſe yeares,through all 

My honord ſcars : to come to ſuch aparlie. 

Ev ao, I vnderſtand ye nor, 

M xt, Youdarenot foole, 

They that commit thy faules ie the remembrance. 
Evao, My faults ir, I would haue you know I care not 
If they were wriczea hereghere in my forehead, 
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M = 1+ Thy body istoltle for the ſtory, 

The luſts of which would fill another woman, 

Though ſhe had twins Within her, 

Ev xD. This is ſfaucie, 

Looke you intrude no more, theres your way, 
M'z,:. Thou art my way,and I will tread vpon thee, 
Till 1 fade truth our, 
Ev av, What truth is that you looke for? | 
M = :, Thy long loſt honor, would the gods had ſet me 

Rather to grapple with the plague,or ſtand 

Oe of their loudeſt bolts, come tell me quickly, 

Doe it without inforcement, and take heede 

You {well me not aboue my temper, 

Ev A». How fir? where got you this report, 

Mz 1, Where there was people in cuery place, 

Evan. They and the fronds of it are baſe people, 

Belecue rher@nort theile lie, 

M = :. Doenor play with mine anger,doe not wretch, 

I come to know that deſperate foole,that drew thee 

From thy faire life, be wile and lay him open. 

EvAvy. Vnhand me and learne manners,ſuch another - 

Forgerfulneſle forfirs your life, 

M += 1, Quench me this mighty humor, 1nd chen tell me 

Whoſe whore you are,for you are one, know it, 
Let all mine honors per:ſh bur ile finde him, 

Though he lic lock vp in thy blood, come cell me, 

There is no facing it,and be not flattered, | 
The burnt aire when the dog raines,is not fouler-- ; 
Then thy contagious name,till thy repentance, _ 

If the gods grant thee any, purge thy fcknefle. 


E v A p+ Bcgon,you are my brother thats your ſafty,- & 
M £1, le be a woulfe firſt tis to be thy brother Þ 
An infamy below the fin of coward, g 
Jam as far from being part of thee, 5 
As thou art from thy vertue,ſecke a kindred 

Mong ſenſuall beafts,and make a goate thy father, G) 


A goate is cooler, will you tell me yer, . 


Eyao. . 
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Ev av. If you ſtay here and raile thus, I hall cell you, 

Ile ha you whipt,ger you to your command, 

And there preach royour Centinels, 

And tell the what a braue man youare,I ſhal laugh at you, 
M = 1. Y are growne a glorious whore, where bee your 
Fighters, what mortall foole durſt raiſe thee to this daring, 
AndI aliue,by my iuſt ſword, h'ad Safer 

Beſtride a billow when the angry North 

Plowes vp the ſeas, or made heauens fire his foe, 

Worke me no hier, will you diſcouer yet, 

Evao. The fellowes mad,fleepe and ſpeake fence, 
Mer, Force my ſwolne heart no further, I would aye 
thee , your great maintainers are not here, they dare nor, 
would they wereal, and armed,I would ſpeake loud, heres 
one ſhould thunder to'em,will you tell me. 

E yap. Let me conſider, 

M « :. Doe, whoſe child thou were, 

Whoſe honor thou halt murdered, whoſe graue opened, 
And ſo pul'd on the gods,thatin their juſtice 

They muſt reſtore him fleſh agen and life, 

And raiſe his drie bones to revenge this ſcandall. 

EvyAap, The gods are not of my minde,they had better 
Lec'em lie ſweete ſtilt in the earth, theile Rinke here, 

M = :, Doe you raiſe mirth out of my eaſineſle, 

Forſake me then all weakneſſes of nature, 

That make men women, ſpeake you whore, ſpeake truth, 
Or by the deare ſoule of thy ſleeping father, 

This ſword ſhall be thy louer,tell or ile kill thee, 

And when thou haſt told all,thou wilt deſerue ir, 

Ev ap. You will not murther me, 

M =, Nogtisaiuſtice and a noble one, 

To put thelight out of ſuch baſe offenders, 

E var, Helpe? 

M & :, By thy foule ſelfe, no humaine help ſhall help thee, 
If thou crieft, when I have kild thee, as I haue 

Vow'dto doe,ifthou confeſſe not, naked as thou haſt lefe 
Thine honor, will I leaue thee, 
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That onthy branded fleſhthe world may rezde 

Thy blacke (hame and my iuſtice, wilt thou bend yet ? 

Enad. Yes. 

Mel. Vpand beginne your ſtorie, 

Enuad, Oh Iam miſerable. 

Mel, Tis true, thou art, {peake truth (till, 

Enad. | hauc oftended Boks Sir torgiueme, 

Al, With what ſecure ſlauec ? 

Enuad. Doenot aske me Sir, 

Mine owne remembranceis a miſerie 

Too mightie forme. 

Mel, Doe not fall backe agen, my ſword's vnſheathed yer, 

Euad, What ſhallI doe? 

Mel, Betrue,and make your fault lefle, 

Ewad. | darenotrell. 

Mel. Tell,orile be this day akilling thee. 

Enad, Will you forgiue methen? | 
Ael, Stay I muſt aske mine honour firſt, I haue too much 
fooliſh nature in me, ſpeake. 

Enad, Is thereno more here ? 

Mel. None but a fearfull conſcience, that's too many, 
Whoilt ? 

Enad, T he King, 

Mel. My worthy fathers and my ſeruices 

Arc liberally rewarded, King I thanke thee : 

For all my dangers and my wounds thou haſt paid me 

In my ownemctall, theſe are ſouldiers thankes. 

How long haue you lived thus Ewadue ? 

Euad. Toolong, too late I hndeit. 

Mel. Can you be very ſorry ? 

Enuad, Would I were halfe as blameleſle, 

Mel, Woman thou wilt not eo thy trade againe. 

Enad, Firltto my grave. 

CAe/, Would => thou had't beene fo blelt, 

Doll thou not hate this King now ? prethee hate him, 

Has ſunke thy faire ſoule, I command thee curſe him, n 


Curletill the god: heare and deliver him 
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To thy iuſt wiſhes, yer feare Enadne 
You had rather play your game our, 
Enad, Nol teele 

Too many (ad confulions heretolet in 

Any looſe flame hereatrer, 

Mel.Doſt thou not teele amongſt althole one braue anger 
T hat breakes outnobly, and directs thine arme 

To killthis baſe King ? 

End, All the gods forbidit. 

Mel.Noal the gods require it,they arediſhonored in him, 
Exad, Tis tooteartull, 

Mel. Y arevaliant in his bed,and bold enough 

To be a (talewhore, and haue your Madams name, 
Diſcourſe for groomes and pages, and hereatter 

When his coca Maieltie bath laid you by 

To be at penſion with ſome needie Sir 

For meat and courſer cloathes,thus farre you had no feare, 
Come you ſhall kill him, 

Enad, Good Sir. 

Hel, And twere to kille him dead, thoudſt ſmother him. 
Be wiſe and kill him, caaſt thou liueand know 

What noble minds ſhall make thee ſee thy ſelfe, 

Found out with euery finger, madethe ſhame 

Of all ſucceflions,and in this thy ruine 

Thy brother and thy noble husband broken? 

Thou ſhalt not live thus, kneele and {weareto helpe me 
When I ſhall call thee to it, or by all 

Holy ia heauen and carth thou ſhalt notliue 

To breathe a foule houre longer, not a thought. 

Cometis arighteous oath, giue methy hand, 

And both to heauen held vp, ſweare by that wealth 

This luſtfull theefe ſtole from thee, An I day it, 

Tolet his touleſoule our, 

Enad. Here | ſweareit, 

And all you ſpirits of abuſed Ladies, 

Helpe me in this 

Hel, Enough, this muſk be knowneto none 
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But you and | Ewade, notto your Lord, 

Though he be wiſe and noble, and a fellow 

Dare (tep as farreintoa worthy action, 

As the molt daring, I asfarreas iuſtice. 

Aske me not why. Farewell. Exit Mel. 
Euad, Would could fay ſo to my blacke diſgrace, 

Gods here haue | beenc allthis time; how friended, 

T hat 1 ſhould loſe my (elfe thus deſperately, 

And none for pit:i:ſhew me how | wandred. 

There isnot in the compalle of the light 

A more vnhappy creature, (ure am monſtrous, 

For [| haue done thoſe tollies thoſe mad milchiefes 
Would darea woman, O my loadenſoule, 

Be not {o cruell rome, choake notyp Enter Aminter, 
Theway to my repentance, O my Lord, 

Amint. How now ? 

Enad, My much abuſed Lord, Kneele, 
Amint, This cannot be, | 
Euad, |doenot kreeletoliue, | darenothopeit, 

The wrongs | didare greater, lookevpon me 

Though | appeare withall my favules, 

Amint, Stand vp. 

Thi3is a new vay to beget more ſorrowes, 

Heauen knowes | haue too many, doe not mocke me, 
Though I am tame and bred vp with my wrongs, 

Which are my folter-brothers, I may la 

Like a hand-wolfe iuro my natural! wildnetle, 

And doe an outrage,prethrce doe not mocke me, 

E«»41, My whole liteis fo leaprous itintects 

A'l my repeatance, | would buy your pardon 

Though at the highelt ſer, euen with my life, 

T hat (]:ight contrizion, that z no ſacrifice 

For what | 1aue committed, 

Amin. Surel © zle, 

Therecanno! be A faith in that foule woman 

That knowes no God more mighty then her miſcltiefes, 


Thou doll thil worle, (.1 number oa thy faults, 
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To preſſe my poore heart thus. Canl belecue 
Theres any ſeed of vertucin that woman 

Left to (hoot vp, that dares goeon inlinne 
Knoanzandloknowne as thine is, O Ewadre, 
Would th.rewere anyfaferic inthy ſex, 

T hat | mix ac put 2 thouſand ſorrowes off, 

And crcd:: thy repentance, but I muſt nor, 

Thou haſt brought m2 :0thar dull calamitie, 

To that ſtrange misbelccfeof all theworld, 

And allthings that are in 1c, that [ feare 

1 (hall tall likea tree,and hnde my graue, 

Only remenbring that I gricue. 

Enad. My Lord, 

Giue me your griefes, you arean innocent, 

A ſoule as white as heauen, let not my linnes 
Periit; your noble youth, I doenot fall here 

To ſhadow by dillſembliog with my teares 

As all ſay women can, or to makeleſle 

What my hot will hath done, which heauen and you 
Knowes to be tougher then the hand of rime 
Shall cur from mans remembrance, nol doe nor, 
I doe appearethe ſame, theſame Enadne, 

Dreſt in the ſhames I liu'd in, the lame monſter, 
But theſe arenames of honour to what I am, 

I doe preſent my ſelfe thefoulelt creature, 

Moſt poiſonous, dangerous, anddeſpilde of men 
Lerna ere bred or Nilw, 1am hell, 

Till you my deare Lord ſhoot your light into me, 
Thebeames of your forgiueneſſe, | am ſoule [icke, 
And wither with thefeare ofone condemnd, 

Till 1 haue got your pardon, 


Thoſe heauenly powers that put thisgood into thee 
Grant a continuance of it, Iforgiuethee 

Make thyſclfe worthy ot it , and take heed 

Take heed Ewadvne this beſerious 


Mockenot the powers aboue that can, and dare 


Giue 


T he Maydes Tragedy, 


Giue thee a great example of their juſtice 

Toall inſuing ties,if thou plai'ſt 

With thy repentance, the belt ſacrifice, 

Ewnad, | haue oncnothing good to get belcife, 
My lite bath bcenefo faithletle, allthe Creatures 
Made tor heauens honors haue their ends,and good ones 
Al but ci1-coulcning Crecodvles falle women, 
Theyra'gne hcrelike thoſe plagues, thole killing ſoares 
Men pray again{t,and when they die;liketales 
I!l:old, and vabeleiu'd they paſſe away, 

And goto dult torgotten: But my Lord 

T hole ſhort daicsI ſhall numberto my reſt, 

( As many mult not ſeeme,) (hail though too late, 
Though in my evening, yet perceiuea will; 
Since} can doe no good becauſe a woman, 

Reach conſtancly at ſomething that is neereit, 

I will redeeme one minuteof my age, 
Orlikeanother Viobeile weepe 

TillIam water, 

eAmint, 1 am diflolued, 

My frozen ſoule melts, may each (in thou haſt, 
Finde a new mercy,riſe,I am at peace : 

Had(t chou beene thus, thus excellently 

Before that deuill King tempted thy frailty 
Surethou had(tmadea Star, giuemethy hand 
From this time Twill know thee, and asfar 

As honour giues me leaue,be thy Amintory 

When we mecte next I will ſalute thee fairely, 

And pray thegods togiue thee happy daies, 

My Charity ſhall go alopg withthee 

Thou gh my embraces mult be far from thee, 

I ſhou!d ha' kild thee, butthis ſweete repentance 
Lockes vp my vengeance, for which, thus I kiſſethee 


The laſt kiſſe we muſt take, and would to heauen 
The holy Preiſt thatgaue our hands together, | | 
Had giuenw's equallvirtues, go Exadne k 


The gods thus part our bodies, haue a care 
. H 3 My 
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My honour falles no further, I am well chen, 

Eaa1. A'lthedeare ioyes here, and abouc hereafter 

Crowne thy tairc ſoule, thus I take leaue my Lord, 

And never (hall you ſee the foule Evadne 

Till ſhe haue tried all honoured meanesthat may 

Set her ia reſt, aad wall: her Rainesaway, Exenxr. 

Hobowes play within, 

Banquet, Enter King, Cahanax. 

K. Icannot tel! how I ſhould credit this 

From you that are his enemie. 

Cal, Iam ſure hefaiditto me, andile iuſlife ir 

What way he dares oppoſe, but with my ſword. 

King. But did he breake without all circumſtance 

To you his Foe, that he would have the fort 

To kill me, and then ſcape. 

Call, If he deny it,ile make him bluſh. 

King, It ſounds incredibly. 

Call, | (does every thing I fay of late, 

King, Not lo Calianax. 

Call, Yes 1 ſhou'ld (it | 

Mutewhilſt a Rogue with ſtrong armes cuts your throats 

Kmg, Welll will crie him, and if this be crue 

Ie pawne my life ile fiade it, ifr be falſe 

And that youcloath your hatein ſuch alie 

You ſhall hereafter doate, in your owne houſe, 

Not in the Court, 

Cat, Why if itbe a lie 

Mineecares arefalle, for I veſwornel heard it, 

Old men are good for nothing, you were belt 

Put me to deathfor hearing, and free him 

For meaning it, you would atrulted me. 

Once, but chetime is altered. 

King, And will (tiil where I may doe with iuſtice toche 

world, you haue no witncſle, 

Call, Yes my ſelfe. 

King. No more mezne there werethat heard ir. 

Cai, How no more? would you haue wore 2 why am = 
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I enough to hang a thouſand Rogues. 
King. Butſo you may hang honeitmen too if you pleaſe. 

Call, I mayytis like | will doe (o, thereare a hundred will 
ſcare it for anced too, if | ſay ir, 

King, Such witnelles we need nor, | 
Call, Andtishard if my word cannot hang a boiſterous | 
Kmg, Enough, where's Strato, ( knaue. 

Strat, Sir Enter Strat. 
King. Why wheres all the Company ? call Amintor in 

Enadneywhcres my brother, and Me/antins, ; | 
Bid him come too0,and Diphilrycall all Exit Strat, | 
That are without there, if he ſhould deſire | 
The combat of you, tis not in the power 

Of al! our lawesto hinder it, valcile 

We meaneto quit 'em, 

Call. Why if you doe thinke 

Tis fit an old man, and a Counſellor 

To bght for what heſaies, then you may grant it, 

Enter Amintor, Enadne, Mclant. Diph. Lyſip. Cle, Stra, 
King. Come lirs, Amintor thou art yet a Bridegroome, 
And l will vie theeſo, thou ſhalt lit dowane, 

Enaane (it, and you Amintor too 
This banquetis for you (ir, who has brought 
A merry taleabout him, to raiſe laughter 
Amongſt our wine, why Srraro where art thow 
Thou wilt chopt out with them vaſcaſonably 
When Idelire'em not. 
Strat, Tis my ill lucke Sir, ſo to ſpend them then. 
King, Reach mea boulc of wine, /clantins thouart lad. 
Mel. Iſhould be Sirthe merrieſt here, 
But I hanerea ſtory of mincowne 
worth telling at thistime, 
King, Giue me the wine. 
Melantins | am now conſidering 
How calie twere for any man we truſt 
To poylon one of vsin ſuch a boule. 
| Mel. Ithinke it were not haed Sir, fora Knave, 
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Cal. Such as you are, 

King, Ifaith twereealie,it becomes vs well 

To get plaine dealing men about our ſelues, 
Such as you allare here, Amintor tothee 

And to thy faire Enadne, 

Mel. Haue you thought of this Callianax, 

Cal, Yes marry hauel, 

Mel. And whats your reſolution? 

Ca/. Ye ſhall haucit ſoundly I warrant you. 
Kmg. Reach to Aminter, Strate, 

Amit. Here my love, 

This wine will doe thee wrong, for it will ſer 
Bluſhes vpon thy cheekes, and till thou doſt 
Afaultrwere pitty. 

Kmg. Yet I wonder much 

Of the ſtrange deſperation of theſemen 

That dare attempt ſuch ads herein out ſtate, 
He could not ſcapethat didir. 

AM-1, Were he knowae, vapoſlible, 

Kmg. It would be knowne Adclantins, 

A1-l. It ought to be, if he gotthenaway 

He mult wearcall our liues vpon his ſword, 
He need not fliethe lland,he muſtleaue 

No onealiue. 

King. Nol ſhould thinkeno man 

Could kiil me and ſcapeclearebutthatold man. 
C7, But I? hcauen bleſſe me; I, ſhould I my liege ? 
King, 1 doe not thinke thou would(t but yer thoumight(t, 
For thou haſt in thy hands che meanes to {cape, 
By keeping of the tort, he has Melantins, 

And he has kept it well. 

Mel, From Cubwebs Sir, 

Tis cleane ſwept, I can findenoother Art 

In kceping of it now, twas nere beſeidge 

Since hz commaunded, 

Call I ſhall be ſure of your good word, 

But | haue kept it ſafe from (uchas you, 


Mel, 


| 


Acl, Keepe your ill temper in, 

I you no malice, had my brother kept it 

I ſhould ha ſed as much, 

King. You are not merry, brother drinke wine, 

Sit you all flill, Ca/banax Aſide 
I cannor cruſt thus, | hauethrowne out words, 

That would hauefercht warme bloud vpon the checkesy 
Ofguilty men, and he is neuer mou'd, 

He | —_—_ no ſuch thing, 

Call. Impudence may (cape, when feeble virtue is accufd, 
King, A mult if he were guilty feele an alteration 

At his our whiſper, whillt we pointat him, 

You ſee he does nor, 

(all. Let him hang himſelfe, 

What care I what he does, this he did (ay 

King, HMelant, you can ealily conceive 

What [ haue meant, for men that are in faules 

Can (ubely apprebend when others aime 

At what they doe amille, but | forgiue 

Freely before this man, heauen doe ſo too 

I will nottouch thee ſa much as with ſhame 

Ofcrelling ir, letit be ſonomore, 

Call, Why thisis very fine, 

Mel, 1 cannot tell 

Whattis you meane, but —_ 

Rudely to thruſt into ignorancfault, 

But let me know it, happily tis naughe 

1 un _— and _ cleare 

I will not rake forgiueneilc of the gods, 

Muchletle of —_ 

King. Nay if you ſtand ſo (tiffe,l ſhall call back my mercy. 
Act, 1 want ſmoothnes 

Tothankea man for pardoniog of acrime 

I never knew. 

Xing. Nettoinſtru& your knowledge , but to ſhow you 


my eares are euery where, you meant to kill me,andget the 


fort co ( 
_—_—Y I Mel, 


The Mayaes Trapedy, 


2 —— MT 


The Maydes Tragedy. 


Mel. Pardon me Sir , my bluntnelle will be pardoned; 
you prelerue 
Arace of idlepeople here about you, 
Facers, and talkers to defamertheworld 
Ofthoſerhat doe things worthy, the man that vttered this 
Had periſhe without food, bee*r whoitwill, 
But tor this arme that fealt him from the Foe, 
And if I thought you gave a faith to this, 
T he plainenetle of my nature would (peake more, 
Giue me a pardon, for you ought to duc't 
To kill him that ſpakethis. 
(all, 1 that will be the end of all, 
T hen | am fairely paidefor all my care andſeruice. 
Al, That old man, whocalls me enemy, and of whom I 
( Though I will neucr match my hate ſo low, ) 
Hane no good thought, would yet | thinke excuſe me, 
And (weare hethought me wrong in this. 
IF { all. Who |, thou ſhamelelle Fellow that haſt ſpoke to me 
Of it thy (elfe. 
Mel. O then it came from him. 
(all. From me, who ſhouldit come from but from me ? 
Mel. Nay | beleeue your malice is enough, 
But I ha loſt my aoger, SirI hope 
You are well {arisficd. 
King. Licip: chcare Amintor and his Lady,theresno ſound | 
Comes from you, I will come and doo*c my ſelfe. 
Amint, You have doneall ready Sirfor me I thanke you. 
Kms, Melantiza 1 doe credit this from him, 
How ſleight ſo ereyou mak'r, 
Al, Tis ſtrange you ſhould, 
Call. Tis ftrang a ſhould belecuean old mans word, 
That neverlied ins life. 
Atl, I talke not to thee, 
Shall the wilde words of this diſtempered mag 
Frantiquewith age and ſorrow makea breach 
Berwixr your Maieſtie and me; twas wrong 
Toharkento him, but cocredit him F- 
s 
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As much, at leaft, as] have powerto beare, 
But pardon me, whilſt I ſpeake onely truth, 
I may commend my ſelfe ---- 1haue beſtowd 
My careleiſe bloud with you, and ſhould beloath 
To thinke an actionthat would make me looſe 
That, and my thankes too : when I was a boy 
I thruſt my ſelfe inro my Countries cauſe, 
And did a deed, that pluckt fiue yeares fromtime 
And(ti'd me man then, and for you my king 
Your Subiefs all hauefed by vertue of my arme, 
And you yourlſelfe haueliu'd at home in eaſe, 
So terrible I grew that withour ſwords 
My name hath fetche youconqueſt, and my heart 
Andlimmes areſtill the ſame, my will as great 
To doe youleruice: let me not be paid 
With ſuch a (trange diſtruſt. 
King. Melantins | held it great injuſtice to beleeue 
Thineenemie, and did, if Idid, 
I doe nor, let that fatisfie, what ſtrooke 
With ſadne(Teall? morewine. 
Call, A few fine words haue ouerthrowne my truth, a 
th'art a Villaine. 
Mel. Why, thou wert better let me haue the fort, 
Dotard, I wil diſgrace thee thus foreuer, 
T here ſhall no credit lievponthy words, 
Thinke better and deliuer it, 
Call. My leige, hees at me now agen to doe it, ſpeake 
Denie itif thou canft, examine him 
Whilſt he is hot, for if hee coole agen, 
He will forſveareir, 
King. This is lunacieI hope,/{elantins. 
Atl, Hebathloſthimſel 
Much ſince his daughter miſt the happineſle e 
My lifter gaind, and though hecall me Foe, 
I pittic him. R 
Call, A pittic a pox you. 
el, Matke his dilortdered words, andat the Mazske 
I 2 Mel, Diagoras 


em pp - 
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| Mel. Diagoras knowes he rag 'd, and raild at me, 

Andcald a Ladie Whore ſo innocent 
She vnderſtood him not, but it becomes 
Both you and meto forgiuediltraftion, 
Pardon him as I doe. 
Call. Hlenot ſpeake for thee, for all thy cunniog , if you 
will be ſafe chop off his head, forthere was neuer knowne 
ſoimpudent a Raſcall, 
King. Some that loue him get him to bed, why ? pittie 
Mould not let age make it ſelte contemptible, we muſt be 
all old, have him away. 
Mel. Callianax the King beleeues you , come, you ſhall 
go home, and reſt, you ha done well, youle giue it vp 

hen Thaue vid you thus a month, 1 hope, 
Cal, Now, now, tis plaine Sir, he does moue me till, 
He faies he knowes ile giue him vp the tort 
When he has vid me thus a month, I am mad 
AmJlI not (tilt - 
Onmes, Hahaha, 
Cal, IT hall be mad indeed if zou doe thus, 
Vhy ſhould you trufta (turdie fellow there, 
( T hat has novircue in him, allsin his {word ) 
before me ; doe but take his weaponsfrom him 
And heesan Alle, and I am a very foole 
Both with Eim, and without him, as you vie me. 
Omnes, Ha ha ha. 
King. Toowell, Cal: but if you vſe 
T his once agen I ſhall intreat ſomeother 
Toſce your offices be well diſchargd, 
Be merry Gentlemen it growes ſomewhat late, 
Ammtor thou wouldlt bea bed apen. 
Amint, Yes Sir, : 
XKmg, Andyou Exadne let me take rhee in my arme, e- 
lantins thou art as thou deſervelt to be, my treind, 
Srill, and for ever good Call: 
S!ecpe ſoundly, ir will bring theerto thy ſelfe. 

Execunt omnes, Manem Mel, & Cal. 
(al. Slcepe 
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Cal. Sleepe ſoundly!l leepe ſoundly now I hope, 

I could not bethus elſe. How dar'it thou ſtay 
Alone with me, knowing how thou haſt vſed me ? 
Mel, You cannot blaſt me with your tongue, and thats 
the ſtrongelt 

Part you haue about ye. 

Cal. Doſt aotthou looke for ſome great puniſhment for 
this? I feele 

My ſelfe beginne to forget all my hate, 

And tak'tvnkindly that mine enemy 

Should vic me (o extremely ſcuruily, 

Mel. I ſhall meettoo, if you begin to take 
Vakindneſſe, I neuer meant you burr, 

Cal, Thoult anger me agen ;,thou wretched roague, 
Meant me no wrong / diſgrace mewith the King, 
Loſe a!l my offices, this is no hure 

Is ir, I prethee what doſt thoucall hurt ? 

Atel!, To poiſon men becauſe they loue menor, 
Tocall the credit of mens wiues in queſtion, 

To murder children, betwixt meand Land, 

This I call burr, 

Cal. Allehis thou thinkſtis ſport, 

For mine is worſe, but vſe thy will with me, 

For betwixt griefe and anger I could cric. 

Atl. Bewiſe then and be ſafe, thou maiſtreuenge, 
Cali, loth'theKing,I would reuengeofthee. 

Mel. That you mult plot your ſelfe. 

Cal, Tama fine plotrer, 

Mel, The ſhortis, | will hold thee with the King 

In this perplexitie till peeuiſhnelle 

And his diſgrace haue laid cheein thy graue, 

But itthou wilt deliver vp the fort, 

Ile take thy trembling body in my armes, 

And bearethee ouer dangers, thou ſhalt hold 

Thy wonted ſtate, 

Cal, If I ſhould cell the King,canſtthou deni't agen ? 


Ae, Trie and belecue, 
FT Call, Nay 
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Ca”, Nay tuenthoucanſt bring anything abour, 
Aelartine, thou (halt haue the fort, 

Mel. Why well, here let our hate beburied, and 
This hand (hall right vs both, giue methy aged bre{t 
To compalle, 

Cs, Nay | doe not loue thee yer, 

I cannot well endure to looke on thee, 
Andiflthoughtit were a curtelie, 

Thou ſhould(t not haueir, bur Tam diſgrac't, 


| My offices are to be tancaway, 


And it I did but hold this tort a day, 

I doebelecue the F ing would take it Fom me, 

And giuc it thee, thing are ſo [trangely carried, 
Nerethanke me tfort, but yet the King (hall know 

There was ſome ſuch thing int | rold him of, 

And that | was an honeſt man, 

el, Heele buy that knowledgevery deerc]y : Dy 6. 
What newes with thee ? Em, Diphilm, 
Diph. This werea night indeed to docit in, 

The King hath (cat for her. 

Mel. She (hall performeit then, goe Dipb. 

And take from this good man my worthy fricad 
Thefort, heele giue it thee, 

Diph. Ha you got that? 

Cal. Artthou of the ſame breed? cant thou denie 

T his to the King too ? 

Diph. With a confidenceas great as his, 

Cal, Faith like caough, 

Acl. Away andvſc him kindly, 

Call. Touchnot me,l hatethe whole ſtraine,if thou follow 
mea great way off, Llegiue thee yp thefort, and hang your 
ſelues. 

Mel, Be gone, 

Diph, Hees figely wrought, Exennt Cal. Diph. 
Al, This isa night (pight of Aſlronomers 

Todoec the deed in, I will waſhthe ſtaine 

That reſts vpoa our houſe, off with his bloud, Zur. Amoer. 
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eAmin, Aclantiny now allilt meif thou beeſt 
That which thou failt, aſliſt me, I haue loſt 
All my diſtempers, and hauc found a rage 

So plealing, helpe me. 


4:1, Whocanſee him thus, 
And not ſweare vengeance ? whats the matte: friend ? 


Ammo, Out with thy ſword, and hand in hand with me 
Ruſh rothechamberof this hated King, | 
And lioke him with che weight of all bis (ſins | 
To hell for cuer. | 
Atl. Twerea raſh attempt, | 
Not to be done with ſafetie, let your reaſon | 

Plot your revenge, and not your paſſion, 
Amint, lfthou refuſeſt mein theſe extremes, 
Thou art no friend, he ſent for her to me, 
By heauen to me, my ſelfe, and I muſt tell ye 
I loue her as a (lravger, there is worth 

- Inthat vild woman, worthy things Afclantine, 
And ſhe repents, Ile doo't my ſeltealone, 
Thovgh I be laine, farewell. 
Mel. Heele ouerthrow my whole deſigne with madney, 

Amintor, 

Thinke what thou doeſt, I dare as much as valour, 
Burt tisthe King,the King,the King, Amintor, 
With whom thou fightelt,I know hees honeſt =Afde. 
Andthis will worke with bim, - 


Amint. 1 cannot tell 
What thou haſt ſaid, but thou haſt charmd my ſwor 


Our of my hand, and left me ſhaking here 
Defenceleſſe. © 

Axel. 1 will takeit vp for thee. $74 
Amint, Whata wilde beaſt is vncolleed man! | 
The thing that we call honour beares vs all $ 
Headlopg vnto linne,and yetit ſelfe isnothing, : 
Atl. Alas how variable arethythoughts ? 

Amint, luſtike my fortunes, I was rurrto thats | 

I purpold to havechid thee for fome plot... _. ; 
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I did ditruſtthou had(t againſt the King 

By chat old fellowes carriage, but take heed, 

Theresnot the leaſt limbe growing toa King 

But carries thunder in't, 

Mel. I have none againſt him. 

Amint, Why come then, and (lillremember wee may not 
thinke revenge. 

Ae. I wiliremember, Excunt. 


eAtu 5. 
Enter Ewadne and a Gentlemay. 


Vad, SiriztheKing abed? 
| 0 Madam an houreagoe, 
Enad, Giue me the key then, and Sir let none be 
neere. 
Tis the Kings pleaſure. 
Gent, I vnderitand you Madam, would twere mine, 
I muſt not wiſh good reſt vnto your Ladifhip, 
Enad, You talke, you talke. 
Gent. Tisall I dare doe Madam, butthe King will wake, 
andthen methinkes, 
Enad, Saving your imaginationypray good night Sir. 
Gem, A good night be itthen, and a long onc Madam, [I 
am gone, Exst. 
Enuad, The night growes horrible,and all about me 
Like my blacke purpoſe, O the conſcience K.a bed, 
Ofaloft virtue, whither wilt thou pullme ? 
To what things diſmall as the depth of hell, 
Wilethou prouoke me? Letno woman dare 
From this be diſloyall, it her heart 
Be flcth; ifſhe have bloud and can feare, tis a madnefle 
Aboue that deſperate mans that left his peace, 
And wentto ſeaw fight,tis ſo many lins, 
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An age cannot repent'em, and ſo great, 

T he gods want mercy for,yert I mult through 'em; 
I haue begun a ſlaughter on my honour, 

And [I muſt end itthere a (lcepes, oh God, 

Why giue you peace tothis vntemperate beak, 
That has ſo farretranſgreſt you? I muſt kill him, 
Ard | will doo't brauely : themeerejoy 
Confirmes me that | merit, yer I muſt nor 
Thustamely docic as he fleepes, that were f 
Torake him to another world, my vengeance 

Shall ſeaze him waking, and then lay before him l 
Thenumber of his wrongs and puniſhments, | 
He ſhape bis (inslike furics till I waken 

His euill Angell, his ſickeconſcience, 

Andtchenl ſtrike him dead. King by your leaue, Ties his 
I dare nottruſt your ſtrength, your Grace and I armes to 
Muſt grapple vpon even tearmes no more, the bed, 
So, it be raile me not from my reſolution, 

As | bzlecuel ſhall not, I ſhall fit him. 

My Lord the King, my Lord, aſleepes 

As if he meanttowake no more, my Lord, 

Is he nor dead already ? Sir, my Lord. 

King, Wholethat? 

Enad. O you leepe ſoundly Sir, 

King, My deare Exadne, 

I haue beene dreaming of thee, cometobed. 

Euad, 1 am come at length Sir, but how welcome? 
Xing. What prettie new deuice is this Euadne ? 
What, due youtie meto you by my loue? 

T his iz a queint one: come my dearcand kiſle me, 
Ile be thy Aſarr,tobed my Queene of loue, | 
Let vs be caughe together, chat the gods may looke, 
And envie our embraces, 

Enuad. Stay Sir, (tay, 

You aretoo hot, and | hauebrought you phylicke, 
To temper your high veines. 

King. Prethceto bed then, let me _ it Warmez 
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Here thou ſhalt know the ſtate of at better. 
Enuad, | know you hauea ſurtcited foule body, 
And you muſt bleed, 

King. Bleed} 

Ewad, | you (hall bleed, lie till, and ifthe deuill 
Your lu will give you leaue, repent, this ſteele 
Comes to redeemethe honour that you ſtole 
King, my fairename, which nothing but thy death 
Can anſwer tothe world. 

Kmg, How Enadne ? 

Ewuad, 1am nor ſhe, nor bearel in this breaſt 

So much cold ſpiritto becald a woman, 

Iam a Tiger, I am any thing 

That kno wes not pittie, (tirre not, if thou doeſt, 

He take thee vaprepar'd, thy feares ypon thee, 
That make thy (1ns looke doub! ſo ſend thee 
(By my revenge | will) co looke theſe torments 
Prepar'd tor ſuch blacke ſoules. 

King. Thou doeft not meanethis, tis impoſſible, 
Thou art too ſweetand gentle, 

Enad, Nol am not, 

I am as foule as thou art, and can number 

As many ſuch hels here : | was once faire, 

Once | was lovely, not a blowing roſe 
Morechaſtly ſweet, till thou, thou,thou foule canker, 
(Stirrenot) did(t poiſon me, I was a world of vertue, 
Till your curſt Courtand you (hell bletſe you tor'r) 
With your temptations on temptations 

Made megiuevp mine honour, forwhich (King) 
Iam come to kill thee, 

King. No. 

Euad, | am, 

King. Thou artnor. 

] prethee ſpeake nottheſe things, thou art gentle, 
And wert not meant thus ru 

Exad, Peaceand heare me. 


Stirre nothing but your congue, andthat for mercy, 
To 
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To thoſe aboue vs, by whoſe lighes I vow, 

Thoſe ble(led fires, that ſhot to ſee our linne, 

If thy hot ſoule had ſubſtance with thy bloud, 

] would kill thattoo, which being palt my ſteele, 

My tongue ſhall reach: Theu arta ſhameletlevillaine 
A thing out of the ouercharge of nature, 
Sent like a tbickecloud to diſperſe a plague 

Vpon weake catching women, ſuch a tyrant, 

T hat for his luſt would (ell away his ſubieRs, 

I all his heauen hereafter, 

King. Heare Euadne, 

T hou ſoule of ſweetneſle, heare, I am thy King, 

Ena. Thouart my ſhame,lie ſtill, theres none about you 
Within your cries, all promiſes of (afetie 

Are but deluding dreames, thus, thus thou foule man, 
Thus I begin my vengeance. 

King, Hold Enadne, 

I doe command thee, hold, 

Exad, 1doe not meane Sir 

To part ſo fairely with you, we muſt change 

More of theſe loue-trickes yer. 

King. What bloudie villanie 

Prouok't thee tothis murther ? 

Euad. Thou, thou monſter. Stab: bins, 


King. Oh. 
Enad. Thou keptſt me brauc at Court, and whorde me, 


Then married me toa young noble Gentleman, (King, 
And whorde me ftill. 


King. Enadne, pittic me, 

Enxad, Hell take methen, this for my Lord Aminter, 
This for my noble brother, and this (troke 

For the molt wrongd of women. Kit bins, 
King, OhlI die. 


Exad, Die all our faults together, I forgiue thee, Exewar. 
Emter two of the Bed-chamber, 


1, Come now ſhees gone, lets cater, the King expeRts it, 
and will beangry. . 
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2, Tis a fine wench, weele hauea ſnap at herone of theſe 
nights as ſhe goes from him, 

x. Content : how quickly he had done with her, I ſee 
Kings can due no more that way then other mortall 
people. 

2, Hoxfalt hejs ! Icannot heare him breathe, 

1, Either the tapers giuea feeble light, or he lookes very 


pale. 

2, Lets looke : Alas, hees life, wounded and dead, 
Treaſon, 

1, Run forth and ca]l, Exit Gert, 


2, Treaſon, treaſon. 
3. This will belaid on vs : who can beleeue 
A woman could doethis? 


Enter Cleon and Lyſippu , 


Cle. How now ? » heres the traitor? 

z. Fled, tied away, but there her wotull aR 

Lies (till. 

C/-, Hera |awoman ! 

Ly/. Wheies the body ? 

2. I here, 

Ly\. Farewell thou worthy man, there were two bonds 
That tied our loucs, a brether and a King, 

T hc leaft of which miglit fetch a floud of teares : 

But (uchche miſerie of greatneſſe is, 

Th-y hauenvutimero mourne, then pardon me, 

Sirs, v hich way went ſhe? Enter Strato, 
Strer. Neuer tollow her, -” 

For (he alas was but the inſtrumenr.” © 

Newesis now brought in that Melantins 

Has got th- Fort. and ſtands vpon thewall, 

And with a oud voicecals torhoſefew that paſſe 
Ar th's dead timeof night, delivering 
The innoccnce of this at, © 

Ly/ Gentlemen, | am z our King, - 

S:rar, Wedoeacknowledgeir. | 
ST | Ly. 1 
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Ly/. 1would I were not : follow all, for thiemuſt have a 
ſudden ſtop. Exeunm, 
Ent, Melant. Diph. Call, on the walls, 
Ael, If the dull people can beleeue 1 am arm'd, 
Becoaltant Depb, now we haye time, 
Either to bring our baniſht honours home, 
O: rocreatenew ones inour ends, 
Diph, 1fearenor, 
My ſpirit lies nor that way, Courage Calianex, 
Cal. Would I bad any, you Gould quickly know it, 
Mel, Spcaketo the people, thou art eloquent, 
Cel. Tis a fine c'oquence to cometothe gallowes, 
You were borne to be my ead,the dcuill rake you, 
Now mult I hang for company; tis lrange 
I ſhould be old, and neither wiſe, nor valiant, 
Enter Lyſip.Diag.Cleon. Strato, Guard, 
Ly/. See where he (tands as boldly confident, 
As if he had his fullcommand about him, 
Strat, He lookes as if he had the betregeaule; Sir, 
Vader your gracious pardop let me (peakeit, 
Though he be mightie ſpirited and forward 
To all great things, to all things of that danger 
Worſe men ſhake at the telling of, yer certaine 
I doe belecue him noble, and this ation 
Rather puld on then ſought, his minde was ever 
As worthy as his hand. 
Lyſ. Tis my fearetooy 
Heauen forgiueall : furnmon kim Lord Cleon, 
Cle, Ho fromthe walls there. 
Hel. Worthy Cleon welcome,” i/ | 
We could a wiſh you here Lotd;you are honeſt; _ 
Call, ellrhou art as flattering a knaue,though I darenet 


ee 


tell thee ſo. Aſide. 
Lyſ. Melaninn =O Stldomwil . an 
Atl, Sir. BU EIINT  FHYFIE.E. ALERTS 
Lyſ. 1am forrie that we meet thus, our old lone: © (+! 1 7 
Neuertequir'd fuck diſtanee}prav toheduen + | \- 
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You haue not left your ſelfe, and ſought this afaie 
More out of feare then honour, you haue lolt 
A noble maſter, which your faith, AMelaniine, 
I'm (ure might hauepreſerued, 
—_— Royall young man, thoſe teares looke louely on 
thee, 
Had they beene (hed for a deſeruing one; 
They had bzene laſting monuments, Thy brother, 
Whilſt he was good, I cald him King, and (eru'd him, 
With that ſtrong faich, that moſt vnwearied valour, 
Puld people from the fartheſt ſunne to ſeeke bim, 
And w e his friendſhip, I was then his (ouldier, 
But Gacehis hot pride drew him to diſgrace me, 
And brand my noble ations with his luſt, 
(That neuer-cur'd diſhonour of my lifter, 
Baſe (taine of whore, and which is worſe, 
The ioy to make it (till fo, like my (elfe) 
Thus | haue Sung him off with my allegeance, 
And ſtand here mine owne iuſtice for revenge, 
What haucſufred in him, aad his old man 
Wrongd almoſteo lunacie, 
al, Whe I? You wud draw mein, I haue had no wrong, 
doediſclaime yeall. 
Adcl, Theſhortis this, 
Tis go arabition ro lift vp ay ſelfe 
Vrgeth me thus, | doe deſire againe 
To be a ſubicQ,ſoI may be free 
If nor, | know my ſtrength, and will yabuild 
This goodly towne, be (peedie, and bewilc, in a replic. 
Strat, Beſudden Sir to tie 
All vp againe, what's done a 
And = you to reuenge,and there are thouſands 
That waic for ſuch a troubled houreas this. 
Throw him the blanke. 
Ly/. Melantina,write in that thy choice, 
My ſeale is atic, 
Hcl. It was our honours drew v3 to this aR, _ | 
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No gaine, and wewill only worke our pardons. 
Call. Put my name intoo, 
Dyh, You dilclaim'd vsall but now Calianax. 
Cal. Thats all one, 
[lenot be hangd hereafter by a tricke, 
Ile haue it in. 
CMel. You ſhall, you ſhall: 
Come tothe backe gate, and weele callthe King, 
And giue you vpthe Fort, 
Lyſ. Away,anay. Exennt emner, 
Enter _ ”m man: apparel, 
Aſpat, This is my fatall houre, beauen may forgiue 
My raſh attemptthat cauſeleſly hath laid 
Griefes on methat will never let me reſt, 
And put a woman« heartinto my breaſt, 
It is more honour for you that | doe, 
For ſhe that can endure the miſcerie 
T hat | have on me, and be patient too, 
May live and laugh at all that you can doe. 
God ſaue you Sir, Enter Sornant, 
Ser, And you Sir, whats your bulineſle ? 
Aſpar, With you Sir now,todoe methe faire office 
Tohelpe me to your Lord. 
Ser, What would you ſerue him ? 
Aſpar. 1le doe him any ſervice, but to hafte, 
For my affaires are earneſt, I defire 
To (peake with him, | 
Ser. Sir becauſe youare in ſuch haſte, I would be lothts - 
delay you longer : you cannoc, 
Aſpat, It ſhall become you thoughtotell your Lord, 
Ser. Sir hewill ſpeake with no body, but ia particular, I 
hauein charge about no waightie matters. 
Hſpar. This is molt ſtrange : art thou gold proote ? theres 
for thee, helpe meto him. 
Ser. Pray be not angry Sir, lle doe my bell, Exu, 
Aſpat, How ſtubbornly this fellow anſwer'd me! 
There is a vi:d diſhoneſt crickein man, 
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Morcthen in women: allthe men Imece 
Appeare thus to me, are harſh and rude, 
And haue a ſubtletie in euery thing, 
Which loue could neuer know ; but wefond women 
Harbour the eaſieit and the ſmootheſt thoughts, 
And thinke all ſhall goe ſo, it is vnjult 
That men and women ſhould bematche together, 
Amint, Whereis he ? Enter Amintor aud his may. 
Ser, There my Lord. 
Amint. What would you Sir? 
Aſþat. Pleale it four Lordſhipto command your man 
Oar of the roome, I (hall deliver things 

Worthy your hearing, 
Amint. Leaue vs, 
Aiþat. O that that ſhape ſhould burie falſhood in ic. Aſide. 
Amint, Now your will Sir, | 
Aſpat. When you know me, my Lord, you needs muſt 


elle 
Ki y buſineſle, and I am not hard to know, 
Fortill the chance of warre marke this ſmooth face 
With theſe few blemiſhes, people would call me 
My liſters picture, and her mine : in ſhort, 
I amthe bratherto thewrong'd 4p «tia, 
Amint, The wrong'd Afatia, would thou wert ſoro0 
Vato the wrong'd Amintor, let me kiſle 
That hand of thine in honour thatI beare 
Vnto the wrong'd Aſparie, berel ſtand 
Thar did it, would he could not, gentle youth 
Leaue me, for there is ſomething in thy lookes 
T hat cals my ſios in a moſt odious forme 
Into my minde, andI haue griefe enough. 
Without thy helpe. 
Afþat, I would Icouldwith credit, 
Since I was twelue yeeres old I had not ſcene 
My ſiſter till this koure, I now arrivu'd, 


She ſent for mero (ee her , 
Avofullone, butchey charamtins | ao 
ane 
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Haue ends ia every thing, ſhe v{d few words, 

But yet enough to make mevnderlland 

The baſenelle of the injuries you did her, 

That littletrayning I haue had, is war, 

I may behaue my {:Iferudely in peace, 

I would notchough, 1 ſhall not need cotell you » 
I am but young, and would be loth to louſe 

Honour that is not ealily gaind againe, 

Fairely I mcane to deale, the ages (tri 

For (ingle combars, and we ſhall be ſto 

If it be publiſher, if you like your = 

Vſeit,it mine appearea betrerto you, 

Change, for the ground is this, and this the time 
Toendour difference, 

Amint, Charitable youth, 

If thou beelt ſuch, thinke not I will maiataine 

So (trange a wrong, and for thy liſters ſake, 

Know, that I could not thinke that deſperatething 

I durſt not doe, yerte inioy this world 

I would not ſee her,for beholding thee, 

Iam I know not what, if I haue ought 

That may contentthee, takeit, and be gone, 

For death is not ſo terrible as thou, 

Thine cies ſhoote guilt into me. 

"a Thos ſhe (wore, 

Thou would(t behave thy ſelfe and give me words 

That would fetch teares into my cies, and (0 

Thou doeſt indeed, but yet ſhe bad me watch, 

Lea(tI were collend, and beſureto fight 

Erel returnd. 

Amint, That muſtnot bewith me, 

For herile die dire4ly, but againſt her 

Will never hazardir. — 
Aſpat. You muſt be vrgd , I doe not dealevncivilly with 
thoſe that dare to fight, but ſuch a one as you : 
Malt be v{d thus. She ftrikes him.» 
Amint, | prethee youth take heed, x Thy 
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Thy ſiſter is a thing ro me ſo much 

Aboue mine honour, that I can indure 

Allthis, good gods ---- a blow I can indure, 

But (tay not, lea(t thou drawa timeleſle death 

Vpon thy ſelfe. 

eAſþpat, Thou art ſomeprating Fellow, 

One that has (tadied our atricke totalke 

And moueſoft barted peopley to be kicke Sh: kicker hing 

Thus to be kickt --— why ſhould he be ſo flow aſide. 

In giving memy death, 

Amint, A man can beare 

No moreand keepe his fleſh, forgiue me then, 

I would indure yetif I could, now ſhow 

T he {piric thou pretendeſt, and vnderſtand 

Thou haſt no houre toliue, what aoſt thou meaneythey fighe 

Thou caa(t not fight, the blowes thou mak(t at me 

Are quite beſides, and thoſeI offerat thee 

Thou ſpread(t thinearmes, andrakR yponthine breſt 

Alas defencelefle. 

Aſpat. | haue got enough, 

And my delire, there isno placeſo fit 

For me todieas here. Ent, Enadne, 

Enad, Amintor I am loaden with euents 

That flie to make thee happy, [ haue joyes 

T hat in a moment can call backe thy wrongs 

And ſertle thee in thy free ſtate againe, 

It is Ewadve (|| that followes thee 

But not her miſchiefes, 

Amint, Thou canſtnot foolemeto beleeueagen, 

But thou haſt lookes and thiugs ſo full ot newes 

ThatI am ſtald. 

Enuad, Noble Amintor put off thy amaze, 

Ler thine cies looſe, and ſpeake,am I not faire, 

Lookes not Exad: beatious with theſe rites now 

Were thoſc houres halfe ſo lovely inthine eyes 

When ourhands met before the holy man, 

I was too foule within,ts looke fairethen, a 
1NCC 
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Since I knew ill I was not freetillnow, 

Amint, There is prelage of ſome impartantthing 
About thee hich it ſeemes thy tongue hath loſt 
Thy hands are bloudy, andthou haſt a knife, ; 
Enad, Inthisconlifſts thy happinetſe and mine, 

loy to Amvator forthe K ing 1s dead, 

Amint. T hole haue molt power to hurt vs, that we loue 
We lay our ſleeping liues within cheir armgs, 

Why thou haſt raiſd vp miſchiefeto his height 

And found one, to out-pame thy other faults, 
Thou haſt nointermiſhon of thy linnes, 

But a!l thy lite is a continued ill, 

Blackeis thy coulornow, diſeaſe thy nature 

Toy to eAmintor,thou hall touchr a life 

The very nameof which had powertochaine 
Vpall my rage, and tamemy wildeſt wrongs. 

Exad, Tis done, and lince I could not findea way 
To meetethy loue ſocleare, as through his life 

I cannot now repentit. 

Amint, Cud(t thou procurethe gods toſpeake tome, 
To bid me loue this woman, and torgiue, 

I thinke 1 ould fall out with them, behold 

Here lies a youth whoſe wounds bleed in my breaſt, 
Sent by his violeat Fate to fetch his death 


From my (low hand, this keepes night here 
And throwes an vnknowne Wilderneile about me, 
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mint, No more perſue me nor, 
Exu4d, Forgiue methea and rake meto thy bed, 
We may not part, 
Amint, Forbeare bewiſe, and let my rage gothis way, 
Enad, Tis you that I would (tay, not it, 
Amint. Take heed it will returne with me, | 
Euad, It it muſt be I ſhall not feare comcete ir, | 
Take mc home. 
Amint, Thou Monſter of crueltie, forbeare. | 


Exuad, For heaucns ſake !\ooke more calme, 
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Thine cies are crueller,then thou canſt make thy ſword, 
Ammnt, Away , away thy knees are moreto me then vio. 
lence, 

I am worſe then licke to fee knees follow me, 

For that | muſt not grant, tor Gods ſake ſtand, 

End, Receive me then, 

Amint. | dare not liay , thy language, 

Inmid{t of ail my anger,and my gricte, 

Thou doeſt awakeſomething that troubles me, 

And faies | lou'd thee once, | dare not ſtay, 

Thereisno end of womans reaſoning, leaner ber. 
Enad, +/{mmtor thou ſhalt loue menow againe, 

Go lamcalme, farwell, And peace for ever, 

Emuadne whom thou hatlt will diefor thee, XA: herſelfe, 
Amint, Thauec alittle humane nature yet 

Thats leſt for thee, that bids me tay thy hand, Reryrnes, 
Enad, Thy hand was welcome but ircametoo late, 

Oh1 am loſt the heauic fleepe makes ball, 

eAſpat, Oh oh oh, 

Amint. This carth of mine doth tremble, and 1 fecle 

A ſtarkeaffrighted motion in my bloud, 

My (oule growes weary of herhouſe, and I 

All over amatronble to my ſclte, 

There is ſome hidden power in theſe dead things 

T hat calls myſelfe vato'em, I am cold, 

Bereſolute, and bear&em company, 

T heres ſomething yer which | am loath co leauc, 

Theres man enough in meto meete thefearcs 

That death can bring, and yet would itwere done, 

I can finde nothing inthe whole diſcourſe 

Of death I durſtnor meete the bouldeſt way, 

Yet (till betwiztthe reaſon and theaRt 

The wrong l to Afpatiadid (tandsvp, 

I hauenot luch another fault toanſwer, 

Though ſhe may iuftly arme herſelfe with ſcorne 

And hate of me, my ſoule will partleſſecroubled, 


WhealI haue paid to her inteares my ſorrow, 
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I will not leaue this a&t vnſatisficd, 

If all chats left in me can anſwer ir, 

Afar, Was ita dreame ? There ſtands Amintor (till, 

Or | dreame (till, 

Amint, How doeſtthou ? ſpeake,receive my loue 8 helpe: 

Thy bloud climbes vp to his old place againe, 

Theres hope of thy recouerie, 

Aſpat, Did you notname Aſpatia ? 

Amint, 1 did. 

Afar, And talkt of teares and ſorrow vnto her, 

Amint, Tistruc,and till theſe happie lignes in thee 

Staid my courſe, it was thither I was going, 

Aſþat, Thou art there already, and theſe wounds are hers« 

Thoſe threats I broughe with me, ſought notreuenge, 

But cameto fetch this bleſſing from thy hand, 

Jam Apatia yet. 

Amint. Dare my {oule cuer looke abroad agen? 

Aſþat. 1 ſhall fureliue Amintor, I am well, 

A kinde of healthfull ioy wanders within me. | 
' Amint, The world wants lines to excuſe thy loſle, 

Comelet me beare thee to ſomeplace of helpe. | 

Aſpat. Amintor thou mult ſtay, I mult reſt here, 

My ſtrength begins to diſobey my will. 

How do(t thou my belt ſoule ? I would faineliue, 

Now if I could, woesld(t thou haue loued we then ? 

Amint, Alas;All that I arms notworth a haire ? , 

From thee, | 

Apart. Giuemethine hand, mine eyes grow vp & downe, 

And cannot hndethee, I am wondrous licke, 

HauelI thy hand, Amintor ? 

Amint, Thou greateſt blefling of the world,thou haft. 

Aſpat. 1 doe beleeuethee berter then my ſenſe, 

Oh I muſt goe, farewell, | 

Amin, Sheſounds : Apatia. Helpe, for Gods ſake: water, 

Such as may chaine life cuer to this frame. 

Aſpatia, ſpeake : whatno helpe ? yerl foole, 

tle chafe her temples, yet Nt nothing ſtics, 
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Some hidden pou er tellher Amintor cals, 
Andletheranſwer me: Apatiafpeake, 
I hauc heard, if there be any life, but bow 
Thebody thus, 2nd it will ſhew it ſelfe. 
Oh ſhe is gone, 1 will not leaue her yer, 
Since out of juſtice we mult chaltengenothing, 
Ile call it mercy if youle pittie me, | 
You heauenly powers, and lend forth ſome fey yecre, 
The bleſſed ſoule to this fairefeatagaine. 
No comfort comes, the godedenie me too. 
Ilebowthe body once againe : Aſþatia, 
The ſoule is fled for ever, and I wrong 
My (elfe, ſo long to looſe her companie. 
Muſt I talke now? Heres to be with thee loue. Ks bimyſe/fe. 
Emter Serwant, 
Ser, This isa greatgraceto my Lord to hauethe new King 
= to him, I muſt cell him he is entring, Oh God, belpe, 
elpe, 
8 Enter Lyſip. Melant. Call, Diph, Strate, 
Ly. Wheres Amintor ? 
Strat, O there, there, 
Lyſ. How ſtrange is this ? 
Cal, What ſhould we doe here? 
Mel, Theſe deaths are ſuch acquainted things with me, 
T hat yer my heart diſſolues not. May 1 ſtand 
Sniffe here tor ever : eyes ca!l vp your teares, 
This is Amintor : heart, he was my triend, 
Melt, now it lon es, Ammtor give aword 
Tocall me to thee. 
aAmint, Oh. 
CAM, Melantins cals his friend Ammntor, oh thy armes 
Are kinderto methen thy tongue, 
Spcake, ſpeake” 
Amint \Vhatr ? 
Mel, That!i:tle word was worth all the ſounds 
T har cuer | (all heare againe. 


Dub. Oh brother here lies your filter Caine, ; 
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You looſe your ſelfein ſorrow there, 
Mel, Why Dip.itis 
A thing to laughat in reſpe& of this, 
Here was my Siſter, Father, Brother, Sonne, 
All thac I had, ſpeake once againe 
What youth lies (laine there by thee. 
Amint, Tis Aſpatia, 
My laſt is ſaid, let megiue vp my ſoule 
. Into thy boſome, 
(all, Whats that, whats that Aſþatia ? 
Axel, | never did repent the greatne(lc'of heart till now, 
It will aot burſt at need, 
Call, My daughter, dead heretoo, and you haveallfine 
new trickes to greiue , but I nere knew any but direR 
crying. 
Adel, | ama Pratler, but ao more. 
Diph, Hold Brother, 
Liſp. Stop him. 
Niyph, Fie how vamanly was this offer ia you, 
Does this become our (traine. 
Call. 1 know not what the matter is, but Iam 
Growne very kinde, and am friends with you all now 
You haue giuen me that among you will kill me | 
Quickly, but Ile go homeand live as long as I can, Ex, 
Atel. His ſpirit is but peore,that can be kepe. 
From death for want of weapons, 
Is not my handsa weapon ſharpe enough 
To (top my breath, or if you tie downethole, 
I vow eAminter | will never cate 
Oc driake, or ſlcepe, or have todoe with that 
That may preferue life, this | (weare to keepe. 
L.s/ip. Looke to him tho, and beare thoſe bodicria 
May this a faire example be to me. 
Terule with temper,for en luſttull Kings 
Vonlookt tor {uddaine deaths from God are (ent, 
But curl? is be that is their in(trumenrt. 
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